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PBEFACE. 




HERE is no need to say mnch in the way of 
apology for the appearance of a new volume in 
the literary world. 

This little book consists principally of a memoir of one 
whose short life, in this world, was a large admixture of 
heartfelt trials and patient endurances under " tribulation." 
There was a period in her brief history when her faith was 
small, her hopes low, and her spiritual advantages few; 
but God was very gracious to her in calling her His child, 
and, in enabling her in all she said and did to keep His 
glory in view. It is supposed the reader will gather, even 
from the title, that the loving voice of the Lord Jesus 
reached her soul more through the reading of the Word of 
Life than by a Gospel declared. It was in this way that, 
amidst a variety of hindrances, she heard at length the 
Whisperings of Divine Truth. 
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CHAPTER I. 



|n % ^ilirimss. 



'*Folt IN THE WILDEBNESS SHALL WATERS BBEAK OUT, AND STREAMS 
IN THE DESERT. AnD AN HIGHWAY SHALL BE THERE, AND A WAT, AND 
IT SHALL BE CALLED, ThE WAY OB* HOLINESS." — ^Isa. XXXY. 6, 8, 

" There ia a calm for those who weep 
A rest for weary pilgrims found : 
They softly lie, and sweetly sleep, 
Low in the ground. 

" O live ! and deeply cherish still 

The sweet rememhrance of the psist; 
Rely on Heaven's unchanging will 
FoT peace at last. 

" Though long of winds and waves the sport, 

Condemned in wretchedness to roam 

Live ! thou shalt reach a sheltering port 

A QTTLBT HO MX I " 

MONTOOMXRT. 



5N A Journal kept during the year 1863, occurs 
the following passage : — 
"A letter has just been placed in my hands, 
the postmark of which bears a recent date. A scene of 
sorrow and suffering therein unfolds itself, which tells 
us that, from the cradle to the grave, our path ofttimes 
lies through the dark storm and tempest. How like 
an April day is life ! There is the sunshine and the 
showers, — the smiles and the tears ! To a meditative 
mind the cause is plain enough. We are still in the 
wilderness. We are passing through an enemy's coun- 
try. We are only * sojourners and pilgrims * while here 
below." 

"And as we went upon our way, 
We could not see each other's face; 
The homeward path we could not trace, 
Though straight before our feet it lay. 
It seem'd — ^things grew so strange and vast — 
An unknown land through which we past." 

"And so," I involuntarily exclaimed, "the dear suf* 
ferer is now at rest ! Call not that a loss which is her 
everlasting gain." 

Yes ; she was a wanderer in the midst of this wild 
wilderness ; but there is a sweet thought associated 
with the recollection of her pilgrimage here below, — 
it was only very brief. True, there were bright flowers 
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that grew in Nature's pathway, along which her child- 
hood's footsteps ran. These she saw, and, perhaps, 
sometimes stooped to gather, but she never lingered 
on her way for long, even at the sight of them. Pretty 
flowers ! surely ye were sent by our kind Father who 
is in heaven, to soften our journey along that road, 
which would otherwise have been so rugged, and to 
unaccustomed feet so painful. 

It is natural enough for you to ask, kind reader. 
To whom do these words refer ? I have taken up my 
pen for the purpose of answering that,, and a number 
of other questions, and would now fain crave your 
attention, while the effort is made, in simple language, 
to tell of a living life, that follows close upon the heels 
of death. Of how that life commenced, and why it 
still continues, notwithstanding the golden bowl is 
broken, the pitcher is broken at the fountain, and the 
wheel is broken at the cistern; and the dust is re- 
turned to the earth as it was, and the spirit unto God 
who gave it. 

Perhaps, further introduction will not be felt to 
be necessary, when I say, that the tale which must 
now be told is strictly true ; that the disguises are very 
few, and are merely cases in which names occur, and 
where delicacy forbids them to be mentioned. To that 
which has special relation to the inner life, or, the life 
of God in the soul, I desire to confine myself; so that, 
numerous facts, from want of room, must be passed 
over in silence. Doubtless it is sometimes felt that 
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everything that might be told, when writing the memoir 
of an individual, however ennobled by Christian useful' 
ness or holy character, is by no means commendable, 
and in some cases altogether imdesirable. 

It becomes needful, however, that we should glance 
at a few antecedents of the family, more immediately 
referred to in these pages. Let us, for this purpose, 
carry our minds back over a good long period of 
years, — say, over a score from the present date. 

At that time occurred a not very uncommon event, 
— a marriage. If it was not a marriage that promised 
all that might have been hoped for, or desired ; it 
certainly cast no such * shadows before ' of coming 
events, — and those the most unhappy ones, — such as 
followed ; and which disappointed all the fond hopes 
that could possibly have been entertained, by either of 
the pair, thus joined together then, till death did them 
part. Perhaps it is not too much to say, that, the 
contract was formed under rather peculiar circum- 
stances. From the force of a combination of events, 
it was made to appear, to one of the parties, like a 
union from which there was no easy way of escape ; 
still, it was not a union of her choice. 

Most sincerely desirous of being led only by the 
hand of her heavenly Father, in this most important 
step in life, she had offered up a prayer, that, a sermon 
she was on the point of hearing preached, might con- 
tain some words such as would convince her, that she 
should be blessed in her decision. The text chosen 
was, " I will bless thee — and thou shalt be a blessing." 
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Oen. xii. 2. And to the listener it seemed, that the 
whole discourse was most singularly adapted to counsel 
one so singularly circumstanced. Probably, however, 
had the hearer of that discourse, at that time, been 
more fully acquainted with divine things, a feeling of 
religious duty would have decided her to have adopted, 
uncompromisingly, the Apostle's rule, to marry " only 
in the Lord." 

When a young wife leaves her own kindred and 
friends, and goes to reside amongst those of her hus- 
band, she passes under a new set of influences, favour- 
able or unfavourable, to her character and wishes. If 
she finds their sentiments in harmony with her own, 
and if both are elevated and refined, then the union 
becomes one in which brightening hopes show them- 
selves. More happy still for her, when superior worth, 
or nobler views of divine things, come with their wel- 
come influence to light her steps to a higher social 
standard. But alas ! how often does she become 
allied to views and ways that are the very opposite of 
her own. Two families, we may suppose, have been 
trained on different systems, trained to different habits, 
prejudices, and aims. They take different sides in 
their religious opimons. Then, supposing their stan- 
dard to be inferior to her's, it will usually and almost 
necessarily happen, either that she will elevate them, 
or that they will depress her. It is an ordinance of 
wisdom from heaven that it should be so. 

It should have been known by her, of whom we are 
writing, that, a few exhibitions or professions of pious 
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feelings, or habits, were wholly insufficient evidence of 
a vital change of heart ; or that these alone, without 
a special influence of grace from above, were incapable 
of arresting the progress of a vice, in which, it is 
lamentable to say, her future partner had already 
deeply sunk. And this awful habit, we may as well at 
once avow, was the debasing one of drunkenness. 
How bitter is the trial, when we are called upon to 
give up our most cherished joys or wishes; and how 
dark is the hue, which the dead cold day of disappoint- 
ment flings across our once bright pathway, where we 
had, peradventure, pictured to ourselves lovely flowers 
that would not blossom merely to die ! The words of 
<)ur own sweet poet, Herbert, are full of truth. 

" Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright. 
The bridal of the earth and sky, 
The dew shall weep thy fall to night ; 
For thou must die. 

'* Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave. 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

" Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
A box where sweets compacted lie. 
My music shows you have your closes, 
And all must die I *' 

Whatever prospects of earthly happiness presented 
themselves to those who had thus entered into the 
bonds of marriage, a few short years sufficed to bring 
all such hopes down to the dust. At first the changes 
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were slow, but fearfully sure. And then, with the 
advance of time, the disease — if such it might be 
termed — took more rapid strides. Signs were not 
wanting of the deplorable issues of such an evil course^ 
in the drooping away of worldly prosperity, and the 
loss of social position ; until a lucrative profession, of 
some extent, became reduced so low, as to retain but 
two or three determined, friendly, and long-suffering 
clients. 

Nor was it long before circumstances occurred, 
which, taken in combination, seemed to have acceler- 
ated the long-dreaded catastrophe. One of these was 
the loss of capital in a foolish, as well as an unsuccess- 
ful, speculation. The other was an attack of a dreadfuly 
but not unfamiliar enemy, — delirium tremens f Along 
with these evils came their unfailing accompaniments, 
— poverty and suffering ! 

Oh ! that it were possible — ^without being unfedthful 
to our trust, as narrators of real events — ^to draw a 
thick veil over scenes which followed ; bringing, too, 
in theii: train, as it was certain they would, far greater 
calamities. We should, however, consult our own feel- 
ings best, as well as those of our readers, by very spar- 
ingly introducing, as we proceed, such links of these 
sad family trials, as may be necessary to complete the 
chain of narrative, and no more. 

• • » « » 

It was a warm and beautiful Sabbath afternoon in 
May, when another kind of grief entered a pleasant 
dwelling, situated near to London : that very abode, 
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too, which, from the causes stated, was already the 
habitation of sin and sorrow. In that home — or, other- 
wise, home it could scarcely have been called — there 
was one, and but one, 'bright well-spring of joy,' and 
holy comfort,— aw infant So tenderly was this inno- 
cent babe beloved of its mother, that, its presence 
could often soothe even the bitter anguish oi her 
wounded spirit ; and cause seasons of rejoicing within, 
while outwardly surrounded, — as the reader will have 
no difficulty in judging, — with a heavy burden of gloom 
and misery. 

On the afternoon of that day, Mrs. Cameron had 
sent her domestic, who was usually entrusted with the 
care of the dear chUd, to a neighbouring place of wor- 
ship, where she was in the habit of attending. But, 
when scarcely an hour had elapsed, the servant returned 
to her mistress, and pleaded, that, on account of the 
crowded and heated state of the congregation, she 
would esteem it a favour to be allowed to take the 
infant out for an airing ; she further urged, that she had 
caught a severe head-ache, and thought a walk might do 
her head good. It was the first time the child had been 
taken abroad, without being accompanied by its mother; 
therefore, the servant was allowed to go, after receiving 
some strict injunctions about the babe — which appeared 
altogether unnecessary to a woman of her sober years, 
— but, which she duly promised imj^licitly to obey. 

Long before the expected period of their return from 
the walk, the poor little babe was borne back into the 
room, wailing and shrieking, in a manner wholly un- 
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accountable. Evidently the little darling was suffer- 
ing pains, of the most agonizing nature ; and which 
appeared to show no abatement until the third day, 
when the cruel work of death began. 

In such a sudden, and such an unaccountable man- 
ner, was the desire of that fond mother's eyes removed 
from her sight ; leaving her, while weeping and mourn- 
ing the loss of her idolized treasure, to regard the blow 
as no less a cruelty on the part of Providence, towards 
her, as it was, in the eyes of all, an unfathomable 
mystery. 

By the wish of the family medical adviser, a post 
mortem examination was allowed ; in order to ascer- 
tain if possible, whether death was the work of an 
accident, or from some constitutional derangement : 
and, which, it was deemed, had also caused the loss of 
a former infant. The result of the investigation seemed 
to lead towards the latter conclusion. 

It is needless to attempt to describe in so many 
words, the heart-trials of this bereaved mother. Many 
like her have thus been called upon to endure, and 
likewise, to behold the loved objects of their most ten- 
der affections, consigned to an early tomb. 

Many alarming symptoms, also, began to show them- 
selves in the state of the mother's health ; and as the 
period was drawing near, when it might be God would 
hear her prayers, and reward her maternal solicitude 
with the joy of once more clasping to her bosom 
another living babe, the greatest care had to be exer- 
cised. It was almost feared, at one time, that she 
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could not possibly survive the period. But her fears 
were mercifully over-ruled, and she arose from a state 
of deep and almost hopeless dejection of spirits, to a 
calm condition of mind, that to a few persons seemed 
marvellous indeed. 

To account for this happy change in Mrs. Cameron's 
feelings, we are not allowed to look with complacency 
on the state of her household at that time ; nor can we 
discover that the trials of the family had a salutary 
effect upon her husband. Quite the reverse of this ; 
his condition appeared to be the saddest that it is pos- 
sible to think of, and past hope ! We must, therefore, 
look in another direction for the grace that upheld 
her in the trying hour. While communing with her 
Saviour, — and asking His strength, in her hour of 
need, she formed a solemn resolution, that, if both her 
own life, and that of her expected babe, was spared, 
she would not only, not make her child an object 
of idolatry, as she feared she had done with the last 
one ; but she would, so far as it depended on herself, 
consecrate her babe to the special service of her Crea- 
tor and Bedeemer. 

At length the young life so earnestly looked for, — 
and concerning whom we have many things to say to 
you, dear reader, — 8ame into this world. It became, 
however, necessary, for months after her birth, to em- 
ploy daily medical aid, as a means of preserving her 
life, and that of her mother. All that could possibly 
be done, was done, to tend and nurture the babe with 
more than ordinary care. Respecting that period of 
time, her mother was known to say : — 
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" I felt the solemn importance of taking upon me her 
entire charge; resolving also, by Divine assistance, to 
be scrupulously watchful not only of the health, but of 
the temper and morals of my precious trust. With a 
feeling, too, that an immortal spirit was committed^to 
my training, I most solemnly dedicated her to the Lord, 
with vows, at the time of her baptism ; and implored 
grace to enable me to ftdfil them to the letter." 

Amidst all the prayerful anxieties of that devoted 
mother, that her loved ones, — ^who were * lent to her' 
but for a season, — should be the Lord's ; and, while 
acknowledging, as she has many times done since, with 
adoring thankfulness, that, she had been permitted to 
be the chosen mother of three happy and glorified 
spirits, who are now shining 

" Around the throne of God in heaven ;" 

yet, there was one happiness denied to her, for which, 
too, her whole soul had constantly yearned forth its 
intense longings : namely, the conversion of her hus- 
band ! Whatever had been her hopes, in this respect, 
they were all destined to remain bUghted; and her 
faith had to submit to the Divine will, and say, " His 
ways are not our ways, neither are His thoughts our 
thoughts." 

" He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm ! "j 

It is far from our purpose, reader, to attempt any- 
thing like a full record of our thoughts upon improper 
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marriages ; or, by way of applying a few practical sug- 
gestions to young people, to enlarge here upon the 
Apostle's command, " Be ye not unequally yoked 
together with unbelievers/' The amount of misery 
caused in the case of the unhappy union, now before 
our notice, will prove far more suggestive, probably, 
than any number of illustrations we might try to fur- 
nish you with, or moral lessons we might seek to 
draw. 

At any rate, the facts themselves are evidence suf- 
ficiently conclusive, that righteousness hath no fellow- 
ship with unrighteousness; neither hath light any 
communion with darkness. The happiness of home, 
and all its endearing associations, were broken in upon, 
by a foul monster, vice ; which, neither the persuasive 
voice of a loving wife, nor the example or precepts of 
holy religion, could contribute, as a means to destroy. 
"It happeneth unto them according to the true pro- 
verb. The dog is turned to his own vomit again ; and 
the sow that was washed, to her wallowing in the 
mire." 

Here let us pause, and duly reflect. 

** I cannot praise Thee here, Lord, 
I cannot praise Thee here ; 
For my pathway lies through shadows, 
And my heart is lone and drear. 

" But praise is waiting for Thee, 
When the pilgrimage is past. 
And at onr home in glory 
We gather in at last. 
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"And 1 will praise Thee there, Lord, 
When Zion's heights I gain ; — 
fint might I not he tuning 
A prelade to the strain ? 

" While praise is waiting for Thee, 
Thou'lt hend a listening ear 
To its low and faint rehearsal 
In faltering accents here. 

" Then let me praise Thee now. Lord, 
In the dark and clondy dayt 
Thongh sad and sore disquieted 
By reason of the way ! 

"For the praise that* s waiting for Thee, 
Good caase shall yet appear; 
And 111 wake the golden harp-striitgs, 
Beneath the falling tear." 



CHAPTEB n. 



" Weeping hay enbxtbe fob a night, bxtt joy gometh in the 

MORNING.*' — Psalm XXX. 5. 

**Be ye thebefobe followebb of God, as deab childben." — 
Eph. V. 1. 

" When dire miBfortiine, with her wings outspread. 

Darkens the peacefal« heaven-hedeWd ahode, 

The just, with heart how*d down, are not afiraid. 

But trust in Q-od,-— 
Whose messengers descend to cheer and aid. 

" Child of misfortune, then dry up thy tearsr- 

Thou dost not fall unseen, nor stand alone : 
They who distrust our Q-od have cause for fears. 

But thou hast none ; 
Thy Q-od will light the gloom when sorrow's cloud appears." 

Db. Gobdon. 




^OW short a distance on our pilgrim's path do 
we travel without tears! And would you, 
traveller, ask the reason of this ? It is 
because we are in an enemy's territory. It is be- 
cause "Man is bom unto trouble, as the sparks fly 
upward." And it is because " This is not our rest, — 
it is polluted." Gather courage, then, even though the 
clouds of night conceal the path from thy view. It 
may be thy tears bedim thy vision, so that thy future 
way, which is to issue in light and comfort to thee, 
thou canst not yet see. — Take courage ! pilgrim ; take 
courage ! The darker the night, the nearer the 
dawning ! 

Harriet Cameron, the last child of that unhappy 
marriage we have before referred to, was born on the 
16th of May, 1843. Like the snow-drop, that early 
flower, which peeps up from among the snows of winter, 
— coming forth at a season of bitter cold,— so came 
this dear child into a cold and cruel-hearted world, to 
be afterwards exposed in so many W9,ys to its tempests. 

Sad were the earliest days of infancy ; owing princi- 
pally to her own weakness, her mother's feebleness, — 
which never wholly passed away, — and that plunge 
into family miseries, which we have glanced at in pre- 
vious pages, already. 

c 
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From shortly after her birth, it may be truly said, 
poverty became her portion. Such straits were further 
increased from the following circumstances. Mrs. 
Cameron had, at the request of her husband, and in 
order that he might be thus withdrawn from evil asso- 
ciates; as well, likewise, that, away from their circle of 
acquaintances, they might have an opportunity of 
changing their style of living ; consented to go and 
reside in the West of England, — in a pretty little re- 
tired village, where some humble apartments were 
secured for a season. 

If the change of air and scene, was in any way con- 
ducive to the mother's. health, and that of the child's ; 
yet, the altered conditions, and change of place, brought 
forth no change in him ; debased and enslaved as he 
was, by one of the strongest thralls, with which the 
enemy of mankind knows how to bind his victims. 

What could biting poverty be, compared to the feel- 
ing, that was daily growing up in that poor mother's 
mind, not immingled with the most painful anxieties, 
lest her sweet child should become the inheritor of 
that baneful curse ? Sometimes, with strong emotion 
and appealing looks, she would fly to the arms of her 
distressed mother, and ask to be screened from the 
frowns or caresses — alike dreaded — of such a father. 
Frequently, too, had Mrs. Cameron to carry her child 
in the arms of her faith, and commit her entirely to the 
merciful protection, and tender compassion of her 
Father in heaven; alarmed lest her earthly father 
should, in his raving delirium, perpetrate some injury 
upon the head of the innocent one. 
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Sometimes, he would suddenly rouse his wife in the 
dark sUence of the night, and tell her that his purpose 
was to slay that helpless babe, before the morning light 
appeared. These threatenings would continue during 
the whole time he was vainly searching for the imple- 
ments of destruction : for he never proposed, in his 
madness, more than one method of sacrificing his only 
child ! But, when he discovered that his search was 
useless, then would he turn with something more than 
mortal fury, and upbraid his partner for having caused, 
as he judged, the disappointment of his fell purpose. 
More frequently still, would he speak quite coolly, and 
collectedly, as it seemed, of his awful intentions, — for 
he regarded it as a compvisory work, — and devise the 
destruction of himself— his wife — her babe — or, all of 
them ! It is true what Dryden says, 

" He raves ; his words are loose 
As heaps of sand, and scatter'd wide from sense : 
So high he's mounted on his airy throne, 
That now the wind has got into his head. 
And turns his brain to frenzy f 
There is a pleasure sure in being mad, 
Which none but mad men know." 



" Who hath woe ? " asks Solomon, " who hath sor- 
row ? who hath contentions ? who hath babbling ? who 
hath woimds without cause ? who hath redness of eyes ? 
They that tarry long fit the wine; they that go to seek 
mixed wine." It is said, that, Oliver Cromwell punished 
. the drunkards of his day, by compelling them to go 
about with an inverted barreL on their shoulders — their 
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heads projecting through the upper end ; for all this, 
the sin of drunkenness still remains, to prove itself an 
incurable vice. 

However, it was wisely ordered by Him, who neither 
slumbers nor sleeps, that prayers for help at these 
alarming seasons, should be heard and answered. At 
times, also, a little kind reasoning seemed to operate 
favourably ; while at other times remonstrance proved 
of little use, as one iEustration will suffice to shew. 
This of itself might, one would think, prove a sufficient 
warning, to any who may read this, against plunging 
into those fatal snares, which will, if grace prevent not, 
lead the soul to the pit of perdition. 

During the occurrence of one of those frightful 
paroxysms, Mrs. Cameron was kindly, yet perempto- 
rily, urged by the physician in attendance, to fly from 
the doom that appeared but too probably awaiting her ; 
and, little as she might prize her own safety, by all the 
mother's love she bore her dear babe, to make her 
escape without a moment's delay. 

They made the attempt ; and at a village, about 
three miles distant, Mrs. C. had to await the arrival of 
the mail. It was there that her husband, who had 
discovered her departure, rushed foaming and breath- 
lessly into the inn; and snatching a loaded weapon from 
a man who had accompanied him, he declared, with an 
oath, that, rather than he would permit either to de- 
part, he would leave one, or bcfth, of them dead upon 
the threshold ! 

The child was wrested from the mother's arms. 
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while she, with a steady fortitude, and a feeling that 
resistance would be but in vain, endeiavoured by prompt 
conciliation, to soothe the savage man, — her husband. 
The effort made to appease his ire was, for that time, 
successful. 

It ought in justice to her husband to be here stated, 
that, naturally, he possessed a generous heart, with 
fine and susceptible feelings, and when not carried 
away by his wicked impulses, he was ready to admit 
his wife's strong provocations ; and offer fresh assur- 
ances of amendment, and vows of good behaviour, 
only, too soon, alas ! to be again broken, and scattered 
like the chaff which the wind bloweth away ! Who, 
with a knowledge of their own sinful nature, and per- 
petual weakness, would not be led to employ the di- 
vinely-taught prayer, " Our Father, — lead us not into 
temptation?*' 

It must not be supposed that under these trying 
circumstances, the afflicted wife received no kind sym- 
pathies, nor urgent counsels ; she did ; but, as is too 
commonly the case, the help was small, or from some 
other cause rendered useless, and the advice was not, 
of itself, such as could be easily followed. 

At length, however, it became necessary that some- 
thing should be done. A father — a medical adviser — 
and discreet friends, on both sides, judged that it was 
most desirable to form a separation ; and that, on the 
ground, that, the husband could no longer be declared 
accountable for his acts, or looked upon, in a certain 
sense, as a rational being. 



22 WHISPERINGS OF TRUTH 

The poor wife felt all along very reluctant to arrive 
hastily at this conclusion, herself ; she looked upon the 
sacred tie of marriage, (a state, chosen by the inspired 
writers to illustrate our indissoluble union with Christ,) 
as one, demanding the utmost exercise of that " charity" 
— or love — that "beareth all things, believeth all 
things, hopeth all things, endureth all things, and 
never faileth." But, when she thought she had arrived 
at a right conclusion, and had taken the steps she had 
been advised to do, she felt her conscience justified 
the deed. 

Scarcely, however, had the mother and child removed 
to their future home, when fresh tiials awaited them. 
The cruel father diligently sought for his daughter, 
with the avowed intention of removing her thence, evi- 
dently with the possibility in view, of driving his dis- 
tressed wife to the alternative of returning to his 
wretched abode. Since, no doubt he felt sure that she 
would do this, could he gain possession of the child. 

To prevent this new calamity, the infant Harriet 
was placed under the safe care of some kind friends, 
at a distance ; until such times as the search for her 
became fruitless. Judge if you can, kind reader, what 
must have been the ceaseless anxiety, night and day, 
of the only parent who felt the least concern for that 
dear child's well-being. No wonder, that her life 
seemed a burden ; her health declined; and that, weari- 
some days, and nights of weeping, were her portion. 

A writer of acknowledged talent, has said : " Anxiety 
is the poison of human life. It is the parent of many 
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sins, and of more miseries. In a world where every- 
thing is doubtful, where you may be disappointed, and 
be blessed in disappointment — what means this restless 
stir and commotion of mind ? Can your solicitude 
alter the course, or unravel the intricacy, of human 
events ? Can your curiosity pierce through the cloud 
which the Supreme Being hath made impenetrable to 
mortal eye ? To provide against every important 
danger by the employment of the most promising 
means, is the office of wisdom ; but at this point wis- 
dom stops."* 

But darker scenes were yet to follow. Is it not well 
then, that it is not possible for us to know ourselves, 
as He doeth, who tempers the wintry wind to the 
shorn lamb ? In the dark picture before us, filled as 
it seems to be with nothing but gloomy shadows, it 
would be quite a pleasure to introduce some bright, 
rays of sunshine ; but where shall we find them ? 
Perhaps in the inmost soul, of that praying mother 
whose trvst, in the holy Word Jehovah had spoken, 
appeared to grow with every fresh storm, which poured 
out its fury on her feeble soul ! God was her strength, 
and support ; and her only refuge in the time of trouble ! 

" Let me suffer; let me drain 

Life's cup, vinegar and gall ; — 
If Thou only, Lord, remain 

To uphold my soul through aU, 
Pain and anguish cannot be — 
AU is merged, O Lord, in Thee I 

* Blair. 
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" Let me bear the heaTiest cross. 

To the world be crucified ; 
If Thou, Lord, amid all loss 

Art bat foand, whate'er betide. 
Loss or ii^jory oannot be — 
All is overpaid in Thee ! 

" Take whate'er I treasure dearest, 

Joy of heart, or pride of eyej 
Only let me know — Thou hearest. 

Only feel that Thou art nigh — 
Then 'tis easy to resign, 
Knowing all I haye is Thine, 
And that Thou, dear Lord, art mine." 

We know that we constantly need to submit to the 
Divine will. But it is a lesson, not learnt at one 
sitting ; but, by continually plodding on from day to 
day. A child learns to repeat 

" Oh! teach me from my heart to say. 
Thy will be done ! " 

but it is a difficult task to learn, to bend our will to 
our Father's in heaven. It needs a brave heart indeed, 
and a firm trust in God likewise, to say sincerely that 
little sentence, when sorrow really comes. When death 
first enters our home, then it is we must learn the 
hard task of submission, and many are the tears that 
are shed before that difficult lesson be learned. 

Harriet was not long away from her mother's em- 
brace, amongst the friends who had rescued her ; for 
shortly after a new trial sprang up, and her mother 
was called upon to resign her more entirely. As her 
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father insisted upon his right of seeing her whenever 
he chose, — and no doubt he could, legally, claim that 
right ; — it was found necessary to place her, although 
still so young, at an institution, where he could have 
that privilege. 

Her parent's home was, therefore, again broken up, 
at great cost and sacrifice ; and Harriet was entrusted 
to the care of a lady, who pledged herself, faithfully, 
to shield her from any attempt to remove her from 
her abode. 

This step was taken by Mrs. Cameron, in the ear- 
nest hope, that the sight of her artless and engaging 
deportment, might stimulate the natural affection that 
still subsisted in her father ; and thus awaken him to 
a sense of what he owed her as a parent. 

It may be well in this place, to forego any allusion 
to what was most remarkable in her as a child ; as 
those observations will come with more force and ap- 
propriateness, as we proceed with her Life's Story ; 
except it be to qualify, by a single sentence, the title 
given to this chapter. 

At a later period than the date of our narrative, her 
mother had listened to a song ; and, without approv- 
ing the character of it, a fancy struck her to make use 
of a fond, yet singular appellation for her darling. 

" What makes you call me * Child of Earth,* Mam- 
ma ? — and yet, I have no objection to it ; for so I am,** 

This remark it is quite possible might, altogether 
unintentionally, deepen serious and thoughtful impres- 
sions on her mind ; for it ever appeared that words 
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spoken in her hearings or actions performed, were 
never wholly, as it were, erased from recollection. 

The parting of the mother from her sweet child was 
a bitter trial ; for now had affection on both sides taken 
deep root ; sufficiently to cause severe pangs at th© 
thoughts of separation. 

Only once in the course of two or three weeks did 
Mrs. Cameron visit her ; but, even in that short space 
of time, would childish fancy conjure up many horri- 
ble things to disturb her happiness. Did she observe 
a funeral passing the window, on its way to a neigh- 
bouring cemetery, the idea would strike her young 
mind instantly that, that might be the funeral of her 
adored mother ! And such would be its effects, that 
for hours, — or, what appeared to her to be hours, — 
she would lie awake in the night, and suffer her infant 
imagination to picture all sorts of sorrowful things ; 
until she had silently wept herself into the arms of 
balmy sleep. Precious darling ! thy fears and tears, 
are now in a sweeter slumber hushed, and sighings 
are done away for ever ! 



Departed in peace I Oh I how art thou blest ! 

No wilderness pathway to tread ; — 
Unclouded thy sky — ^unruffled thy rest — 

With glory adorning thine head I 

No pain canst thou feel, in those regions so pare,- 

No tempest around thee can swell ; 
Yet, nature is weak, and 'twas hard to endure 

The summons, and hid thee farewell. 
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All happy thy lot, in the mansions above, — 

All spotless the robe thou dost wear, — 
All joyful thy song, of the wondrous love 

That saved thee, and caught thee up there ! 

All holy thy soul, in the presence of God ; . 

May our hearts say with fsdth, " It is well;'* 
Thou hast left sin behind, and this burdensome clod. 

And thy parent to mourn thee ;— farewell ! 



Surely it would not be wrong to suspect, that, much 
of the after course of her earthly existence, received 
its hue from those shadows, that thus early fell upon 
her childhood's path. True it is, that for several 
subsequent years, the blossom seemed so fresh, vigor- 
ous, and lovely, that none could have readily guessed, 
that, a worm had remained hidden in the bud from the 
very beginning. 

Until nearly seven years of age the little Harriet 
remained in the lady's establishment, above referred 
to, receiving all the attention that kindness could con- 
fer. Her father had long expressed his intention of 
claiming her about this period ; but alas ! it was or- 
dered by the all-wise Providence, who guides all things 
here below, that an inexorable claimant ; and one from 
whom there was no escape ; should at that precise 
time step in, and demand his victim. 

Deplorable indeed were the last weeks and months 
of this once highly-gifted, but infatuated mortal. A 
long and fearfully aggravated attack, of his former 
sad malady, suddenly arrested him with — death ! 
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Here we must draw a veil; not only over the mourn- 
ful event itself, but around the poor widow's feelings, 
and distresses. Blessed be Jehovah, that He is the 
merciful One! "Who knoweth our frame, and re- 
membereth that we are but dust." Long years after ; 
when nearing the gloomy valley herself; his injured 
child, with bitter sobs, and violent agitations, once 
exclaimed — 

" Oh ! Mamma, Mamma ! There is one thought I 
cannot bear; it is that I shall never, never see my 
poor father, when I am in heaven ! " 

Who could offer words of consolation, under such 
circumstances ? Or find language adapted to meet 
such a case ? Therefore silence, mingled with bitter 
galling tears, at the remembrance of what sin had 
done, was allowed to follow. 

Compared with the scenes of her young life, to 
which we have drawn attention, the next few years 
became happy ones. Let us then throw a covering 
around the painful present, and hasten on over the 
flowery days of infancy, and joyous childhood. 

The powers of the Gospel were clearly manifested 
in her, at quite an early age. It is a pleasure to think 
of this, because of the results themselves. 

She was about four years old, and the days of sweet 
blossoms had again made their appearance. Harriet's 
open and expressive countenance was upturned to 
meet her mother's earnest gaze, as the latter sat read- 
ing to her dear child from the " Sweet story of old," 
a description of the sufferings of the blessed Redeemer. 
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There was something in the Evangelist's language, 
which won upon little Harriet's heart ; and she re- 
clined her head upon her loved parent's knee, quite 
overcome with emotion. 

While thus mourning, as one filled with pain, at the 
thoughts of the anguish, and sufferings of the Son of 
God, occasion was taken to explain to her, that, sin 
had been the cause of those sufferings ; and that, in 
the death the Saviour had died, and the atonement 
He had made, her sins were also included. 

It will never be forgotten with what seeming atten- 
tion, she heard all this : and frequently, the impression 
then made, became the theme of her discourse, for 
many years afterward. Words cannot express the 
feelings of her mother's soul — filled with gratitude — 
to think that she was thus permitted to breathe into 
her child's understanding, by God's assistance, the 
first Whisperings op Truth. 

** Speak kindly to the broken heart ; 
Wrath ne'er the will can bend ; 
And gentle words have ever proved 
To virtue's cause a friend. 

** The heavy rain that loudly falls, 
Makes Nature droop her head ; 
The gentle dew bids her look up, 
And smile as from the dead. 

** A skilful hand he needs must have 
Who plays with broken chords ; 
He who would heal the stricken heart 
Christ's love must rule his words. 
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" God might have made the earth hring forth 

Enough for great and small; 
The oak-tree, and the cedar-tree. 

Without a flower at all. 
Springing in valleys green and low 

And on the mountains high. 
And in the silent wildemesSf 

Where no man passes hy. 

'• Our outward life requires then not. 

Then wherefore had they hirth ? 
To minister delight to man, 

To heautify the earth ; 
To comfort man, to whisper hope. 

Whene'er his faith is dim ; 
For who so careth for the flowers 

Will MUCH MOBB oare for him.** 



m 




TENDEB affection, towards her blessed Sa- 
viour, had been powerfully awakened in 
Harriet's mind. In the true spirit of a little 
child, — and she was such, — she had received the doc- 
trine of the atonement : unquestionably, and without 
a doubt. 

Such meek and becoming reverence for God's Holy 
Word ; and such utterances, from the heart, of grati- 
tude for Divine Love, is unusual at such an age. 

Her love of truth was a very prominent feature in 
her character, at a very early period. It was written 
so strictly as a law within her heart, that she would 
never consent to use the common expression, ^^ / anir 
sure" lest she should be herself mistaken, and should 
thus deceive others, unwittingly. 

It will be manifest, as we are gradually able to un- 
fold her most striking characteristics, that, she pos- 
sessed, in a remarkable degree, a tenderness of con- 
science, at all times, and a solemn dread of sinning 
against an all-seeing God. 

Although she possessed these qualities, there was 
no dead formality, or dull sullenness,in her demeanour. 
And yet, she rarely or ever indulged in what are called 
fancies. From her first childhood she could never 
be prevailed upon to read or to listen to "Fairy 

D 
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TalcH," or the usual " Nursery Stories," after having 
once made the discovery that they were not true. She 
was once heard to remark thus : 

" I thought that these accounts were very strange, 
and improbable; and that such beings never could 
have existed as there described ; yet, I could scarcely 
credit that any one would write a parcel of stories, to 
teach children, when it is a sin for theniy or for any one 
else, to tell Htories.** 

One who watched Harriet very narrowly remarks, 
that, *' she inherited from her Father reasoning powers 
of no common order, combined with a profound and 
shrewd judgment, and an excellent share of common 
sense." 

Notwithstanding these good qualities, her corrupt 
nature would frequently display itself. For, although, 
like a child, she would often fondly say to her mother, 
" Dear Mamma, I love you miles of love, and all my 
heart full." 

Yet, she seldom obeyed implioity,and unreasoningly, 
even the most trifling command. And, if the reasons, 
or grounds for her obedience — when these were given 
— did not quite accord with her own judgment, it was 
difficult to compel her to submit. 

Mrs. Cameron judged that under these circum- 
stances, a home education would not prove the most 
suitable for her daughter; since observation shewed 
that while she ventured to dispute, or contend thus, 
with her mamma, she did not dare to do so with others. 
Moreover, as we are speaking the truth, and nothing 
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less, it becomes necessary to add, that sometimes, Har- 
riet's temper in childhood, was both passionate, and 
wilful ; for which she frequently had to endure chas- 
tisement. 

At such times her mother sought to obtain her 
child's admission that punishment was inflicted from 
absolute necessity, and not from choice ; and, that the 
infliction produced sorrow in her mother's heart. Then 
she would almost immediately turn to her mother, and 
exclaim, 

'* Dear Mamma ! do kiss me ! I know you would be 
a bad mamma if you did not punish me when I am 
naughty. And I know that God, too, punishes for sin 
to make us better." 

Then would she receive the fond kiss of forgive- 
ness, and immediately appear a happier child. 

On one occasion she very naively remarked, 

•* If ever I should marry, Mamma, and have any 
children, I intend to be very strict with them ; because 
I know what naughty hearts children have by my 
own." 

She then humourously enough began to describe 
the professions of the three husbands she intended to 
choose; as best adapted to her own tastes, and re- 
quirements, and those of a family. 

"You know my first husband should be a gend'arme ; 
because, then I shoxQd only have to mention their 
father's name, and then, when they were naughty they 
would soon become good. The second should be a 
bookseller, that would be at the age when they re- 
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quired educating. And the third should be a physician, 
as physicians usually keep a carriage, and I might 
want a carriage to ride in, when I am growing old, as 
well as medical advice more frequently." 

Child as she was, these remarks exhibited in her a 
thoughtfulness, beyond her years ; and, in like man- 
ner, to a variety of other observations that were ad- 
dressed to her, the replies were usually as ripe and 
ready ; shewing the same shrewdness, and aptitude to 
discriminate. 

Education now became, very naturally, an important 
subject to the mind of Harriet's mother. She felt, that, 
if left to her sole choice, she would have preferred 
having her child always near to her heart ; but there 
were other, and higher considerations ; and desiring to 
follow the best advice she could gain in this matter, 
several whose opinions were valued were consulted. 

Meeting with a gentleman, whose two daughters had 
been educated at a much-respected Moravian Estab- 
lishment, on the continent; Mrs. Cameron was glad 
to hear his views about the propriety of sending her 
daughter thither. He spoke in such high terms of 
commendation of this Institution ; and above all other 
things, in consideration of the sound moral and reli- 
gious training, that pupils were in the habit of receiv- 
ing there ; that Mrs. Cameron could no longer doubt 
as far as suitability went, that this school was one, 
where her views and hopes respecting Harriet's future 
vocation, would, by the blessing of God, be somewhat 
furthered. 
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Accordingly, in April, 1853, after seeking the advice 
and approval of some of her father's nearest relatives, 
a journey was taken to the continent, with the view of 

placing Harriet at the school at N for a few years; 

where, in addition to many other advantages, she was 
to have the opportunity of acquiring two continental 
languages, fluently and thoroughly ; — hy no means a 
thing of small importance, in relation to the ulterior 
objects, her anxious mother was religiously concerned 
about, that of setting her apart, in some way, to the 
sole service of the God of Israel. 

That object was never realized : those views were 
only a specimen of man's shortsightedness. But who 
shall declare that the offering of that mother's love 
was not accepted ; or, that it was not well, that it was 
in her heart ? 

" Thou hast brought thy babe to Jesus, 

He hath seen her, He hath blest ; 
In His arms thy faith hath laid her. 

And He bears her on His breasts 
Gently on thy sleeping darling, 

Eyes, — the light of heaven, — shine ; 
Mother, by the love thou knowest. 

Measure His — ^it passeth thine I" 

To a child of Harriet's age — she was now almost 
ten years old — the new scenery of, as it was, to her, a 
new world, would, it may be supposed, have peculiar 
charms. The freshness of spring breezes floating over 
the picturesque scenery, — the boats and vessels on 
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the grand canals, and majestic flowing river, — ^the 
numerous old castles, ruins, and relics of the past, — 
the mountains, glens, and waterfalls : all these things 
to a youthful mind, present wonderful objects for con- 
templation. But, as we have before indicated, there 
appeared very little of what is termed a romantic feel- 
ing, about Harriet; she simply looked upon God's 
world around her, as a deaerty because filled with sin, 
and sin's offspring — sorrow, and suffering. 

Besides, although not suspected at the time, yet, it 
became apparent afterwards, as we shall have an oppor- 
tunity of explaining, other and much more important 
ideas were constantly engaging her thoughts. Added 
to this, the pain of entire separation from her only 
parent, weighed heavily upon her heart. 

Harriet, as being the youngest pupil, at N , was 

at first received by the elder ones, with many demon- 
strations of gladness ; much after the manner of a new 
plaything. She was petted — caressed — and made much 
of; until it was found she estimated these expressions 
of fondness, at only their proper value ; and then, a 
reaction commenced. She had to submit to the pen- 
alties of being the youngest, and thus be the last one 
attended to, or thought of; she was required also not 
only to wait /or, but to wait on, — at all sacrifices. 

There might be nothing to complain of in all this, 
but yet, from its being a change from the excessive 
notice taken of her at the first ; and so different to 
anything she had experienced as an only child at 
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home, we may easily conceive of the way in which she 
received it. 

But a matter for more serious consideration was her 
health. At first, this seemed quite vigorous; but 
shortly afterwards it declined, and fears were aroused 
concerning her, because she so constantly pined after 
the society of her mother. 

Mrs. Cameron had resided in the meantime, within 
easy access of her daughter, that she might render her 
any aid if necessary ; and was grieved, therefore, to 
find that her darling could not make her mind happy, 
where in every other respect she was well cared for, 
But it was not so to be. Even at this distance of time, 
there seems to be not a shadow of a ground for regret, 

that Harriet ever went to N ; but on the contrary, 

it has always been believed by her Mends, that by the 
blessing of God, on the judicious mode of training, 
practised amongst the Moravians at their institutions, 
many of her inherent defects were subdued. For in- 
stance, she had a natural dislike to study, and often 
she had manifested actual unwillingness, but this 
became thoroughly conquered, until in time she learnt 
to devote herself to it, as a duty, even as in the sight 
of God. 

It is a pleasing testimony which one of her kind 
teachers bears, when she says, that, " to the last day 
of receiving instruction, Harriet's lessons were fault- 
less ; even when, it is now thought, she was enduring 
much physical sufiering." And then so reserved, timid, 
and afraid of incurring blame, was she, that her parent 
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would often fear, since she was surrounded by the ad- 
verse teachings of Eomanism, that she might sometime 
be led to disguise her own real principles. 

Instead of there being any grounds for these alarms, 
however, circumstances shewed that when the occasion 
needed it, Harriet cotdd be very zealous and valiant for 
the truth. Even so far as to saying, that, she believed 
she could lay down her life in its defence. 

Afterwards, when there became more discemable in 
her, a true and hearty catholic spirit, she judged it 
proper on one occasion to speak to her mamma about 
attending, (as she had been falsely informed), a place 
of worship, where erroneous doctrines were taught ; 
and entreat her never to tamper with error, nor touch 
the unclean thing ; lest, quite unconsciously, she might 
become perverted ! 

Feeling greatly distressed on Harriet's account, 
and because she could not comfortably settle at school, 
Mrs. Cameron, at the end of some few month's trial, 
judged it best, that, she should return to be with her 
parent a year longer. In taking this step, and almost 
fearing for its issue, her mother says, " I prayed ear- 
nestly that in this, as in everything else, I might be 
Divinely directed; and by the hand of Providence 
guided, according to the will of our Heavenly Father." 

The day fixed for fetching Harriet from N , was 

marked by an incident, which caused some anxiety and 
disappointment. Mrs. Cameron had taken her ticket, 
and embarked on board a packet, which she had clearly 
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understood would stay at the pier, as usual, to land 

passengers for N ; instead of this, however, the 

boat did not call, and no persuasion nor argument 
could induce the captain to do so, or send out a small 
boat on purpose. The consequence was, that Mrs. 
Cameron had to proceed some twenty miles further up 
the river, and there disembark. 

Her surprise and concern was increased on the 

ground, that, Harriet was to meet her at the N 

pier; so that before a returning packet could be ob- 
tained, some hours were lost. On reaching the insti- 
tution, and hoping there to meet her dear child, she 
found that owing to her non-arrival, during the former 
part of the day, Harriet had been allowed to depart in 

the company of a lady, who was going to C ; whence 

Mrs. Cameron had that morning started. 

While this proved a relief to the perplexities that 
had arisen in her mother's mind, it seemed also an 
answer to prayer for her safety ; and, although a lost 
journey had been taken, she was graciously permitted 
to receive her glad embrace immediately on her return 
to C . 

The title appended to this chapter, might remind 
one of storms and tempests; and of the need of that 
Almighty power, that has so often been " a strength 
to the poor, a strength to the needy in his distress, a 
refuge from the storm, a shadow from the heat, when 
the blast of the terrible ones is as a storm against the 
wall ;" and truly the little " desert flower," of whom 
we speak, in numberless instances, found it so. 
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It was some time in the course of the same week, 

that Harriet left N , that she was seized with the 

hooping-cough. Previous, however, to its making its 
appearance Mrs. Cameron had removed to a consider- 
able distance from C , and had found a quiet and 

pleasant residence in B , adjoining D ; where 

most of the inhabitants were protestants. This was 
between October, 1853, and May, 1864. Many trying 
events occurred about this period. 

They had been recommended to the place of their 
sojourn by a Jewish lady, who had proved a kind friend 
to them ; — kindness that costs little, and is worth much, 
— and one, too, who had in some degree become in- 
terested in the truths of Christianity : so far as it was 
possible for Mrs. Cameron to convey them, in a lan- 
guage which she understood but imperfectly. The 
nature of one of the peculiar trials, spoken of, will be 
best understood, from the words of the much-enduring 
widow herself. She afterwards wrote : — 

" We were in the house of a family, about two miles 
distant from the town. Here we met with many new, 
and unforeseen difficulties, and perplexities. * * * 
I will only mention the fact, however, that although 
the extortionate profit of cent, per cent, was exacted 
on all articles imported for our consumption, yet, an 
embargo was likewise laid upon the quantity ; so that 
during those three bitterly severe winter months, we 
were sometimes nearly ready to perish from cold and 
starvation. 

" Often, after placing my poor suffering Harriet in 
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her bed, I have had to walk, through all weathers, into 
the town, to fetch provisions, ready prepared, that our 
wants might be supplied ; and on my return I have 
frequently found her in tears, and so prostrated from 
the exhaustion produced by her cough, and so wretched 
from cold and loneliness, that my very worst fears have 
thereby been excited. Amid all these extremities I 
had no earthly friend to whom I cotdd apply, and I 
dreaded a change lest it should produce no change for 
the better. 

" But He, whose ears are ever open to the cry of 
those who call upon Him, did not desert us. I was 
one day visited by a lady who told me, that, she had 
been thinking of calling upon me, in consequence of 
knowing that formerly I had been acquainted with her 
friend, whom she mentioned. Finding out my resi- 
dence, she the more felt it to be a duty to do so, she 
said, since I was then a stranger in a strange land, 
and she feared that I must feel very unhappy as I was 
then situated. I admitted that her conjectures were 
but too true, and she at once most kindly offered to 
receive my loved child, and myself, into her family. 

" For a season, — and oh ! it was a blessed one, — in 
the midst of her amiable, intelligent, and respectable 
circle, we enjoyed peace and happiness, to which we 
had for a long time been utter strangers. Dear Har- 
riet soon became equally the favourite and companion, 
of the blind and aged grandmother, and of the youngest 
daughter of the family, who was about her own age. 
She was, moreover, to visitors, the lovely little English 
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girl ; and they thought it no sin to offer their com- 
ments, upon her fine open countenance — ^the beauty of 
her form — the peculiar sweetness about her brow, — 
and the earnest truth-speaking expression of her 

eyes." 

** Time had not laid his hand 
On tress or feature, stamping the dread lines 
Of chill decay, till death had nought to do 
Save that slight office which the passing gale 
Doth to the wasted taper. No, her cheek 
Shamed the young rose-bud ; in her eye was light 
By gladness kindled ; in her footsteps grace : 
Song on her lips ; affections in her breast. 
Like soft doves, nestling. Yet from all she turned, 
AU she forsook, unclasping her warm hand 
From friendship's ardent pressure, with such smile 
As if she were the gainer."* 

Frequently it happens in continental towns, even 
where the population profess to be protestants, that 
habits and manners, so different to anjrthing we are 
accustomed to behold in England, become a sore trial 
to the feelings of a Christian. It was so in this case. 
While to Mrs. Cameron, and her child, the Sabbath 
was a day of holy calm, and rest ; and while she sought 
to maintain in her conscience a cheerful, fervent piety, 
she found in the society, by which she was surrounded, 
no helps whatever to an enlarged communion with 
God. To stand aloof from the attractive amusements, 
which on all hands surround you, and which are most 
gratifying to a carnal taste, is not an easy matter ; and 

♦ Mrs. Sigoumey. 
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it is painfal to learn how often professing Christians, 
when distant from their own native land, grow lax in 
this respect. That the theatre, profane exhibitions, 
or frivolous amusements are resorted to, rather than 
God's house, as a " custom of the country," can be no 
reasonable ground of excuse why the Sabbath should 
be so employed, by a visitor to the continent, and that 
visitor a native of our own highly-favoured land. But 
we fear such scenes are but too common, both in France 
and Germany. 

Mrs. Cameron found that in denying herself the use 
of these vanities, some of her friends, who were kind- 
ness itself in other respects, judged her far too nice, 
about " such minor matters." But, of course, she felt 
it due to the honour of her true, and heavenly Friend, 
to vindicate His name, and His sacred precepts, at 
whatever cost to her temporal ease. She knew, more- 
over, of an Old Book which saith, " He that is faithful 
in the least, is faithful also in much." 

While we are passing through a land where the 
springs of water so often fail ; happy are we, if we can 
have recourse to the Eoce ; whose streams of life-giving 
waters fail not / 
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"What I do thou knowest not now; but thou shalt know 
HEREAFTEB." — John xiii, 7. 

" Now the garland— now the coflBn.— 

Now the wedding— now the tomh,— 
Now the festal shout of thousands,- 

Now the churchyard's lonely gloom; 
Days of fever and of fretting. 

Hours of kind and hlessed calm ; 
Boughs of cedar and of cypress. 

Wreaths of olive and of palm ; 
Noons of musing, nights of dreaming, ^ 

Words of love, and ways of strife ; 
Tears of parting, smiles of meeting, 

Paths of smooth and rugged life :— 
Yet of such changes is made up 

The changeless Mystery, 
Now hidden from our view. 

Of man's etemily ! " 

HORATIUS BONAR. 




^OUQH ore contains precious metal. But to 
obtain the latter, the fiery furnace is the ap- 
pointed ordeal. We have read of a poor widow 
whose cup of afliiction was so full that many won- 
dered how her faith and confidence in the promises of 
Jehovah, could possibly remain for such a length of 
time unshaken. Her own simple words reveal the 
secret : — 

" You see, I once had many comforts about me, — 
I had friends, then, and children, and my heart often 
overflowed with thankfulness. I used to think I trusted 
the Lord then; but now, He's all in all; /or I 
havn't got anybody else!** 

Once more the warm weather came,-7-the time of 
the singing of birds — ^the time when the flowers appear 
on the earth, — and dear Harriet had recovered from 
her recent severe attack of the hooping-cough. It 
was then arranged, with her own consent, that she 

should again return to N ; for it was felt by her 

mother, that there were many advantages offered in 
that institution beyond many others of a similar kind. 
Added to this, it was perceived that the mild and im- 
partial sway, and kind manners of the inspector, and 
others connected with the institution, won upon Har- 
riet's high respect and regard. Towards some of the 
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Moravian sisters, it is well known that she held as 
sacred to the very last, the childlike ties of affection 
which were there formed. 

The most positive proofs that her re-commencement 
of duties there was of her own free choice, may bQ 
gathered from what she afterwards gave as the grounds 
of her readiness to go. 

" I was quite convinced that it must he for my good 
that I should return to school ; and one objection was 
overcome by the promise given, that what I formerly 
felt unhappy about, should be now enquired into and 
removed. But I cannot tell how much I felt, when 
called again to part from my dear, dear mamma, and 
yet I was quite determined not to cry, lest it might 
cause her to feel more unhappy about me." 

Here we have one of those pleasing traits in her 
character, self-control. Seldom if ever did she suffei 
it to be known what her own feelings actually were, 
when the gratification of them was likely, in any way, 
to inflict pain upon others. 

Testimony is not wanting that her general condud 
at school frequently elicited from her kind teachen 
their highest approbation, if not their warmer love. 
Reports that were periodically sent home, told of "hei 
consistent and quiet deportment, her docility and wil< 
lingness to oblige, and of her satisfactory progress, taxi 
unremitting diligence." 

Many of those kind friends, who loved her so wel 

at N , can perhaps scarcely guess how well shi 

appreciated their affection, {or how sincerely it wai 
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reciprocated; owing to this, that in whatever most 
deeply affected her, she was always the more quiet and 
undemonstrative. 

Of Pastor C she would frequently, afterwards, 

speak in terms of the highest reverence. That she 
derived some amount of spiritual blessing by him, 
mediately, cannot be doubted ; since the tone of her 
language shewed that her feelings towards him were 
those of awe, and as one whom she regarded, if not as 
an angel, as a " Man of God." 

Her removal from N , after she had been there 

iibout four years, was principally in consequence of her 
appearing to forget much of her native language ; it 
was therefore considered expedient to bring her back 
to England. 

A few pleasing circumstances in connection with this 
event, seem to be well worth recording ; since they will 
more distinctly shew that Jesus had already bestowed 
upon her that priceless ornament of His bride's adorn- 
ment — "^ meek and a quiet spirit** 

On the morning of her departure from the institution, 
many little memorials and affectionate farewell epistles 
were both presented to, and forwarded to her. Con- 
trary to her usual open and communicative manner, 
she did not fly to shew these to her fond parent, but 
rather seemed solicitous that some of them should not 
reach her eye. In order to discover what motive there 
could be for concealment, Mrs. Cameron took up one 
letter and commenced perusing it. The moment Har- 
riet saw this, she begged, with tears in her eyes, that 
her mamma would not read it, adding — 
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*' Oh ! I cannot tell you my reasons for wishing you 
not to read them : pray do not ask me." 

Sweet pattern of humility ! Thy objection no longer 
remains a secret, why those kind epistles were, by thy- 
self, deemed too sacred for other eyes ! And, with- 
out giving extracts, it is sufficient to say, they were 
full of eneomiwms on her disposition and character^ 
and remarks upon the bright example she had left be- 
hind, for her fellow pupils to imitate. One letter stated 
that the writer felt sure Harriet had left amongst them 
a name so beautiful, and an example so spotless, that 
she would never have occasion to reproach herself with 
having failed in one duty whilst in the school ! And 
another letter — from a schoolfellow much beloved 
by Harriet— went on to say, that to her influence 
and persuasion the writer owed her first spiritual 



Much as we would commend the bestowal of praise 
where it is justly due, we fear there is sometimes a 
danger incurred by offering too many blandishments, 
which will be pretty sure to act upon every spark of 
vanity, and kindle it into a flame. 

That it did not have this effect upon dear Harriet, 
must have been entirely owing to the blessing of her 
heavenly Father, who had bestowed upon her so many 
marks of His Divine love. 

Her mother relates that, on a certain occasion, she 
found a little book of her daughter's, in which one of 
the teachers — or sisters — had inscribed some very 
beautiful lines, comparing Harriet to some ^' lowly vio- 
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let" and naming that sweet flower as her meet emblem. 
A few days later Mrs. Cameron requested Harriet to 
allow her a sight of the book; not for the purpose of 
looking at the lines in question ; but it was soon ob- 
served that they had been totally erased from the page. 

" What could be your motive for obliterating those 
sweet lines, from your nice book, my darling ?** 

''Oh ! dear Mamma, they were some lines that Sister 

H had written, and I wished that no one but myself 

might ever see them." 

" Did you then consider that they flattered you ?" 

She cast a look downward, and quietly replied — 

"I believe Sister H wbls partial to me, and there- 
fore she would not see my faults." 

. " I can scarcely think so ; for where I am most partial, 
I am more Hkely to be quicker in detecting failings : 
wishing to behold perfection in those whom I give my 
preference ta." 

"Ah ! dearest Mamma," she answered, "so it is per- 
haps with me; and it is probably because I love you so 
much that I notice faults in you, which others may 
possibly not observe." 

It is pleasing to be able to record these facts; the 
more so because her mother is still prepared to acknow- 
ledge that she ever found in her dear daughter a faith- 
ful, discreet, and loving monitor, as well as a kind friend 
and companion. 

" Brilliant and beautlftil ! — and can it be 
That in thy radiant eye there dwells no light ! 
Upon thy cheek no smile 1 I little deemed 
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At our last meeting, when thy cheering voico 
Breathed the soul's harmony, what shadowy form 
Then rose between us, and with icy dart 
Wrote * Ye shall meet no more ! ' I little deemed 
That thy elastic step Death's darkened vale 
Would tread before me. 

Dear child of mine I I shrink to say 

Farewell to thee ! " 

However much these occurrences would have contri- 
buted to have made others vain, they had a directly con- 
trary eflfect on Harriet. Persons would sometimes ob- 
serve to Mrs Cameron that they considered her daugh- 
ter exceedingly lovely ; yet, Harriet would only meekly, 
observe — 

"I am not at all annoyed that the sun freckles me; 
for God always has a purpose in what He permits; and 
I am glad to think that my sun-spots will prevent me 
from ever becoming vain ! *' 

Thus she refused, always, to wear or use a shade, — 
preferring to be tanned. And yet the only result was 
that these defects— if such they were — in a counten- 
ance always lovely, served but to add to her beauty. 

Being asked on one occasion, what punishments had 
fallen to her lot at school, and for what class of mis- 
demeanours ? She replied — 

" I remember once being punished, for no great 
oflFence. One of the young ladies, being in some sort 
of disgrace, she was to be deprived for a week of her 
customary allowance of fruits, sweetmeats, and such 
kinds of luxuries. Upon this, myself and another 
pupil agreed that we would each give her the half of 
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our share. This we did; but, upon our being dis- 
covered, a punishment was awarded us. Still, I can- 
not help thinking that we ought rather to have been 
reproved than corrected for this fault 

" I was however rather afraid of being disgraced on 
one other occasion. It was as follows: — Three or 
four of us had been anxious to meet in some private 
and retired place, that we might pray together ear- 
nestly for our own salvation and for the salvation of 
our schoolfellows. 

" The little room where our shoes and slippers were 
kept was the only spot we could think of as likely, 
at a certain hour, to be free from any intrusion. There 
accordingly we met, but we had not been long assem- 
bled before one of the teachers entered, but quickly 
retired again, without offering to spei^. Although we 
feared, at the time, she would be displeased with us, 
yet, afterwards, we were glad to observe that she ap- 
peared more than usually kind." 

Harriet often spoke of these dear associates ; for 
such exercises had, we doubt not, proved valuable to 
her soul ; and when upon her death-bed, she seemed 
exceedingly desirous of being assured that they were 
still concerned for their everlasting safety, or had been 
already received within the bonds of the Covenant. 
And that she should meet them in a happier world, 
never to part again. 

Whatever we may yet have to describe of dear Har- 
riet's state of religious feelings at times, yet, we feel 
perfectly justified in asserting that a fuller and more 
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comprehensiye view of divine truth, yielded in her the 
peaceable fruits of righteousness. And that this truth 
was exemplified in her, as in all others : — 

*' Tis religion thftt must giTe 

8weeU$t pleaitire$ wMLe we HTe." 

Probably, had it been possible, at the period of some 
of the occurrences refered to, to have foreseen the close 
of this dear child's earthly career, numerous interest- 
ing little circumstances, which at the time escaped 
notice, would have been noted down, md for the 
reader's satisfaction, inserted in this short outline of 
her history. But no doubt, it is wisely ordered, that 
we should never know from one hour to another what 
a day may bring forth. 

Weakly as she afterwards became in her constitu- 
tion, yet, she manifested on all occasions, quite an 
aversion to an enervatiug or effeminate mode of life. 
Bou^, stem discipline — and self-denying efforts — 
and constant application to the discharge of all pre- 
scribed duties, even the most minute — these were the 
things she practised, and desired most to foUow. Those 
who knew her best would, probably, have been a little 
surprised to have found her, on some occasion, reclin- 
ing on a couch, in indolence, reading an ** in/terestmg 
tale/" 

During her residence in Germany, and while walking 
with her mother, she would sometimes take notice of 
the poor peasant children returning from thfi feirefits 
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loaded with wood and pine cones for firing ; and she 
would begin to say — 

** Mamma, I ought not to envy the lot of any one, 
but I do almost enyy those children, they are so use- 
ful to their parents. How sweetly they must slumber 
at night on their rough cottage floors, after working 
so hard this severe weather to bring home fuel to cook 
their parents* supper! How I should enjoy such a 
work, I think, had the Lord made me able." 

At other times she would exclaim — 

" Had I my own choice, I would climb yonder high 
mountains, so as to exert myself more. I fear lest I 
might become indolent as I am ; but, I should enjoy 
severe exercise more among wild and rugged scenery.'* 

Let it not be supposed from these girlish observa- 
tions that there was the least approach to anything 
resembling indolence in her habits. Quite the reverse. 
The products of her industry — such as exquisite speci- 
mens of needlework — exhibit clearly the labour to ex- 
cel in all she undertook or attempted. 

Many of her sayings, which manifested a shrewd- 
ness, remarkable in her, from a mere child, might 
be introduced, did we not fear to weary the reader's 
patience. Here is one, however, when she was only 
about four years of age. Her mother said to her, 
referring to a relative she had shewn some dislike to, 
without ^ny reason being assigned — 

^ Harriet, dear, why do you not love Mr. , as 

you ought to do ? ** 

" I caxmot. Mamma, when he will shut up his face 
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80 often : I like him always when he open$ iV In 
saying this she was perfectly sincere. 

Among her imperfections— sud thereader may believe 
she had some — ^we ought to name her want of a tme 
musical ear ; it was not so much a deficiency of taste 
for poetry or music, as her inability to enter suffi- 
ciently into its merits. This rather troubled her in 
her last illness. But a friend who was speaking to 
her, and referring to " the music of heaven," argued 
that, doubtless in that perfected state, all such physi- 
cal imperfections will be done away. Oh ! how certain 
we may rest assured, it tvUl be even so ! 

Sweetest strains, from soft harps stealing; 
Trumpets, notes of triumph pealing; 
Radiant wings and white robes gleaming, 
Up the steps of glory streaming ; 
Where the.heavenly bells are ringing, 
Holy, holy, holy,isinging 

To the Mighty Trinity I 

We are now brought to a period when Harriet had 

left her school at N , to return no more. It was 

the spring of 1867. Mrs. Cameron had been recom- 
mended for her health to some baths at W ; and 

thither she went, accompanied by her daughter. Dur- 
ing that short period they met with very pleasant 
society, some of whom exhibited marked kindness 
towards the widow and her orphan chUd. One lady — 

a Miss B f whose father was chaplain to a 

former Grand Duke — interested herself much in their 
temporal well-being, and sought to secure for them a 
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more permanent stay in that part of the country ; but 
Mrs. Cameron thought, on Harriet's account, it would 
be the best step not to accede to the proposal ; fearing 
her daughter might in so doing lose, to some extent, 
her native tongue. 

Many pleasing incidents* must necessarily be omit- 
ted, that happened during their sojourn on the conti- 
nent ; all tending to show how much Harriet had cul- 
tivated "the ornament of a meek and quiet spirit, 
which is in the sight of God of great price." There 
are always some persons to be found who are not able 
to understand or appreciate a character ; we sincerely 
hope that with such, no misconceptions will arise, in 
reference to the dear one whose pious memory is per- 
petuated in these pages. 

On leaving Germany, a little event occurred at the 
station, where the passengers were detained a short 

time. Lady C , with two of her daughters, entered 

the waiting room, and in the kindest manner bestowed 
their notice upon Harriet, and seemed pleased with her 
remarkably modest and unaffected appearance. Lady 

C kindly invited both Harriet and her mother to 

partake of luncheon with them, — insisting upon Har- 
riet's doing so. To this act of politeness were added 
commendations of what they observed in Harriet; 
which, while we believe them to have been well-de- 
served, it may not be necessary here to repeat. The only 
return that Mrs. Cameron or her daughter could make 
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for this unmerited kindness was, besides thanking her, 

to save Lady C from well-nigh losing a lovely 

bouquet of flowers, which the young ladies seemed to 
prize very much. 

The same summer Harriet was sent to L , in 

France, in order to acquire the French accent more 
perfectly. They resided, during those three months, 
with an aged retired captain of the first Napoleon, his 
wife, their only daughter, and her husband. These 
were interesting, good people ; and all of them became, 
in a very short space of time, devotedly attached to Har- 
riet. Captain H would often say to Mrs. Cameron, 

'* How blessed she was in possessing such a sweet trea- 
sure of a child." 

Somewhere about this period those awful mutinies 
in India occurred, which are still fresh in the recollec- 
tion of thousands. Madame H used frequently to 

leave her own apartment, and come within Mrs. Camer- 
on's, with some fresh account of that sad tragedy; and 
then would she sorrowfully add — 

" Fancy, oh! fancy, now, if it were yowr sweet inno- 
cent one thus slaughtered ! Oh, what must those poor 
mothers have felt ? " 

In the course of the autumn of the same year, the 
mother and daughter returned to England once more ; 
taking up their abode, for the winter, in a provincial 
town. Harriet was now, for a time, the sole object of 
her parent's care; and the remembrance of that 
period is burdened with mingled feelings of the sorrow- 
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fill days and of the ragged way across life's desert, 
marked out for them by the finger of Providence. 
Doubtless many bright rays of hope darted from those 
thick clouds, upon the heads of the lonely pilgrims, 
enabling one of them at least to sing : — 

** Yet, Lord, in memory's fondest place 

I shrine those seasons sad. 
• « • • * 

I would not miss one sigh or tear, 
Heart-pang or throbbing brow; 
Sweet was the chastisement severe, 

And sweet iU memoiy nov> / 
Den J me wealth ; fur, far remove 

The love of power or name ; 
Hope thrives in straits — ^in weakness love — 
And faith in this world's shame I " • 

But sorrow did not wholly depart with the coming 
of warmer days, and brighter skies. la the spring they 
had removed to another residence, where, being with- 
out domestic assistance, and the difficulty of obtaining 
help rendering it necessary, Mrs. Cameron overtasked 
her physical strength ; and she became, in consequence, 
and from her constitutional weakness, so far reduced 
as to frequently swoon away after any extra exertion. 

Happiness often springs, however, like the lily grow- 
ing in the lowly vale, from out of the midst of circum- 
stances apparently the most unpromising. It was an 
opportunity for Harriet to manifest the fidl tide of her 
filial affection, and to shew by intense devotion and 
self-denying efforts, how ready she was on this, as on 

* Ijra Apostolica. 
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every other occasion, to sacrifice her own comforts, 
health, and' even life itself, if need be, for her dear 
parent's sake; nor did she saffer the opportunity to slip. 

Mrs. Cameron had contracted some severe injuries 
from a fall, rendering it scarcely possible for her to 
move, imassisted, for several days ; and only with pain 
and diflSculty for some weeks. Her daughter would 
then frequently attempt to carry her in her arms, and 
insist upon her own ability to do so ; nor would she if 
she could help it, permit her mother to touch or lift 
the shghtest burden. The moment Mrs. Cameron at- 
tempted to rise or walk, Harriet's arm would immedi- 
ately be cast around her ; saying, at the same time — 
in her own child-like and guileless manner — 

" My dear little Mamma, do lean upon me, with all 
your weight, — I do so like to help you. Indeed, I am 
strong enough to support you — so, don't be afraid of 
hurting me. Eemember how often you used to carry 
me, when I know you must have felt very unable." 

Other instances of like devotion might be named. 
As on one occasion, when it became necessary, for her 
mother's comfort, that a couch should be removed up 
several stairs — along the whole length of the passage — 
and aroimd an awkward comer of another staircase. 
However Harriet accomplished this feat, by her own 
unaided efforts, remains a mystery ; but nothing could 
seemingly surpass her glow of satisfaction when she 
came back to her mamma and said — 

'' I have managed to place the couch by the side of 
the fire so comfortably ! And now my little mother 
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mvst let me carry her there ; for she must certainly 
know that if I am able to move the sofa I am strong 
enough to bear her in these arms of mine." 

To have refused] the kind offer, or to have rebuked 
Harriet for doing that which had been done from so 
sincere a motive, would have wounded her feelings, 
dear child ! And yet, thereby, had she incurred no 
small risk of personal injury to herself; and that, too, 
at a time when — had she done so — her fond parent 
could have rendered her no assistance whatever. 

These are but a few of those pleasing reminiscences 
of a life which was all too brief even in this dark vale 
of sin and sorrow. For as the beauty of earth's carpet 
is heightened by the gilding t)f heaven's sunshine, so 
is the amiableness of childhood rendered doubly de- 
lightful by the recollection that the springs of action 
were piety in the heart, and love to God, as well as 
mortals. 

" Early piety," as Addison correctly observes, " sel- 
dom dies in the young mind that has received a tinc- 
ture of it. Though it may seem extinguished for 
awhile by the cares of the world, the heats of youth, 
or the allurements of vice; it generally breaks out and 
discovers itself again as soon as discretion, considera- 
tion, age, or misfortunes, have brought the man to him- 
self. The fire may be covered and overlaid, but can- 
not be entirely quenched and smothered." 

The now of God's light in the soul is the mould 
wherein is cast the image of the hereafter. 
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" Not here, but yonder, — where is peaee for < 

The foithfal servants with their Lord are blest ; 
Friends part no more, and foes shall enter nerer, — 
There we shall rest 

Yes, — and that prospect now the heart snstaineth. 

Lightly each burden and each toil to bear; 
For us the promise holds, the rest ' remaineth' — 
Not here, but thebb 1 " 



CHAPTER V. 



^ Sflirg 0f ^t^rm. 



"They that trust in thk Lord shall be as mount Zion, 
waich cannot de removed, but abideth for ever." — psa, cxxv. 1. 

"No cheering voice can make rejoice 

The heart, by fond endeavoiir. 
Like that which saith in ear of faith, 

* Thy God is love for ever/ 
Oh! blessed thought! more blest than aught 

In this world's round of pleasure ; 
And richer far than all things are 

That make up this world's treasure; 
On ! spring of peace that will not cease 

To flow on like a river. 
While still to faith the Spirit saith. 

That * God is Love for ever.'" 

•ToHN SwAiir. 




^ECEIVING her dear infant, from the first hour 
of her existence, as an immediate treasure lent 
by her heavenly Father, her mether had ever 
been scrupulously careful to set before herself her 
first resolution. Like the mother of Samuel, she had 
said, '^ As long as she liveth she shall be lent to the 
Lord." 

For some time past Mrs. Cameron had had no 
doubts, but that dear Harriet was " a vessel appointed 
unto honour ; " and had, therefore, constantly sought 
to know by what means any further improvement could 
be made in her education ; hoping that she might be- 
come fitted as an instrument in the Lord's hand, for 
any work it might afterwards be His will to appoint. 

A kind lady, who took an affectionate interest in 
Harriet, had offered her advice, and arrangements were 
nearly concluded for sending her to the same school 
where Mrs. Moffat and Mrs. Livingstone had been 
trained ; but this purpose was broken off, and in the 
autumn of 1858, Harriet was placed in another Mora- 
vian Listitution, in the north of England. Abbut tak- 
ing this step some hesitancy had grown up, but, when 
it was finally decided upon, a calm settled upon her 
mother's mind, and an innate consciousness — like a 
smile from heaven — dispelled all uncertainty within, 
respecting the choice made for her daughter. Qod*s 
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providences axe never more special, to our view, than 
when we distinguish our blessings as sent — as we be- 
lieve — in answer to prayer . 

Whatever events transpired in the ensuing fifteen 
months, during which Harriet was diligently pursuing 

her studies at F , we need not stop to particularize 

in this place. She found kind friends in the governess, 
the teachers, and several of her fellow pupils ; and 
often recalled to remembrance their kindness in days 
and months that followed. It is thus, by Sovereign 
grace, we are assisted in our toil along the track of 
our pilgrimage: ** They go from strength to strength; 
every one of them in Zion appearetk before God.** 

Since we shall have to refer, and that distinctly, to 
the " lost sheep of the house of Israel," it may be well 
now to state, that an interest in their eternal welfare 
commenced in the mind of dear Harriet's mdlher, while 
she was yet very young. And it began in this way : 
There was a Jewish child with her, in the school she 
attended, and somebody — for what reason is not known 
— reviled the child on account of her origin ! This led 
to remarks, of course ; and thus a subject, that might 
otherwise have escaped notice, was kept prominently 
before her mind's eye. Her astonishment may be de- 
scribed in her own words ; she says, 

" Words cannot convey my wonder and grief, that 
any one of the race from which our blessed Lord Him- 
self sprang, should be thtis reproached by those who 
call themselves Christians. I reflected within myself, 
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that had I been one of that nation, how honoured I 
should have felt. And, since that period, I have stood 
amazed at the supinen^ss of the Christian Church in 
general, in reference to the conversion of the Jews ; 
when I consider the promises given by God, to those 
who care for His peculiar people/* 

Under such feelings as these, it was natural for Mrs. 
Cameron to desire those who had the care of Harriet's 
training, to turn her thoughts in the direction of these 
subjects ; in the hope that Harriet might herself make 
choice of such a sacred vocation as that which her 
mother had so solemnly cherished, as most suited for 
her to engage in. Mrs. Cameron had refrained from 
speaking to her daughter, and telling her that such 
were her mother's desires and purposes, at the time of 
her birth; fearful lest Harriet's scrupulously tender 
conscience should lead her to the conclusion, that 
these were binding upon her to fulfil. But it was pleas- 
ing, at length, to find that the bent of dear Harriet's 
mind lay wholly in the same direction. 

During the vacation of Christmas, 1859, Harriet 
spent her three weeks' holidays with her mamma. On 
first meeting her, Mrs. Cameron was not so much sur- 
prised to find her less robust in appearance, having 
been previously informed that a short time before, in 
consequence of falling over a form, her dear child had 
rather severely injured her back. But languor and 
weakness became more apparent, together with a loss 
of appetite; and with a suspicion in her mind that the 
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air did not agree with her, Mrs. Cameron consulted 
an eminent medical practitioner, who gave his opinion, 
after a careful examination of the chest, and minute 
enquiries, that Harriet was a fine, sound, healthy girl, 
and that there was no sympton whatever of any disease. 
He assured her mother that she was merely suffering 
from temporary debility, and that a few tonics, and 
plenty of air and exercise, would produce the desired 
results. 

Having now no fears with regard to her health, 
Mrs. Cameron wished to send Harriet back to school 
for another six months, where she had, without doubt, 
already spent a very happy and profitable time. With 
tlie consideration likewise, that she might be able, 
when that time came, to offer her services to some 
educational institution in connection with Jewish mis- 
sions. Anticipating these hopes, Mrs. Cameron thought 
it prudent to apply to those from whom she expected 
aid to help her in carrying out these projects. 

Although a singular coincidence of pious wishes on 
the part of her mother and the Mend to whom she 
wrote occurs in the first letter here following, yet no 
real result was arrived at. This was the answer : — 

" February 6th, 1860. 
*'Mi DEAR Madam, 

" I read your interesting communication with 
pleasure, and pray that your devoted one may be in heart 
and life entirely consecrated to the Lord. 
''The school at Jerusalem is under the direction of 
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the * Society fcwr the Promoting of Christianity among the 
Jews/ an Episcopal Institution, of the workings of which, 
apart from Jemsalem, I know little. I wonld advise 

you to write to Dr. M , the Principal of the Jewish 

Mission House, London ; he could give you all necessary 
information. * nc 4c ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

** I hope that your way, and that of your child, may be 
made plain to you. The good Father of all, who watches 
with care and interest every movement of His children's 
hearts, as they strive to know and do His will, I doubt 
not will direct you. To Him I commend you. 

And am, very faithftilly your's, 

W A •- 

Accordingly, Mrs. Cameron wrote to the minister 
to whom she had been directed ; and his answer was 
in similar terms, as follows : — 

** Rectoby, Feb. 25th, 1S60. 

**Dkar Madam, 

*' Though still deeply interested in the Jewish 
cause, and. in your desire for your daughter to labour in it, 
yet, not having taken any part in the committee for some 
years, I was unable directly to communicate your wishes, 
but gave your letter to the Rev. J. C. Reichardt From 
him I have received tlie following reply : — 

*' * I have read Hie enclosed . letters, and felt much in- 
terested in tiie contents. The lady is still very young, 
and it is difficult to judge of her abilities and piety without 
personal knowledge. This, however, one might probably 
procure if there were a place open for her where she 
might be employed. I know of none at present in the 
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Jews* Society, but will bear her in mind, should oppor- 

tunitj oifer.* 

" I am sorry that the reply is not more favourable, but 

doubt not, if your daughter's wish is of God, the way will 

be open for her. 

" I remain, &c., 

A M ." 

It appeared that from this source there was no 
ground for expecting an opening of such work aa the 
young disciple could undertake, therefore, her mother 
communicated her wishes to the Rev. Peter La Trobe, 
who had been for so many years active in the Moravian 
Missionary cause, but who has recently joined the 
assembly of the Church triumphant. The following 
was his answer : — 

"London, Feb., 1860. 
"DiiLiB Madam, 

" I have read your letter with interest and sym- 
pathy, but I regret to add, without discovering any possi- 
bility, so far as our church is concerned, of meeting your 
wishes, laudable as they are, and entitled to every con- 
sideration. 

" We have, in fact, no Institution in our Mission field 
into which your dear daughter could with propriety be 
introduced, and with a prospect of her future usefulness. 
In Upper Canada — a cold-enough region in winter — ^we 
have but one station, a very feeble one. In the Holy 
Land we have none; — though it is possible that good 
Bishop Gobat might find a sphere of useful activity for 
your daughter, if her character and her religious views are 
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sufficiently formed and established. But she is, I think, 
almost too young for any such service, however promising 
and seriously disposed. In our West Indian Missions, 
a young person of her age would be quite out of place ; 
nor do I know where a situation could be found for her, — 
one especially which would allow of your residing near her. 
" I sincerely respect your wishes and object, and sym- 
pathize in your feelings. That the Lord Himself 

may accept your dedication of her to His service, and 
shew you clearly what is His will concerning her, 

Remains, my dear Madam, 

The wish and prayer of your's, &c,, 

P. La Teobe." 

" Let patience have her perfect work." Mrs. Cameron 
now felt how necessary it was to wait the indication of 
the Lord's will respecting the future for her dear 
daughter. We may propose^ but it is still His prero- 
gative to dispose. 

Another circumstance, and one wholly unlooked for, 
had occupied much of her mother's mind during her 
child's stay with her for the holidays. It had in some 
way come to her daughter's knowledge — indeed few 
things could be concealed from her observation, — ^that 
Mrs. Cameron had experienced an unfavourable change 
in her pecuniary affairs, and no arguments nor en- 
treaties would prevail to induce her to take sufficient 
nourishment. She had always possessed an excellent 
appetite, and had been by no means fastidious in her 
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articles of diet^ therefore, for several days her mother 
felt at a loss to account for Harriet's unusual ab- 
stinence. At last she placed before her a certain 
quantity of food, and entreated her, with all a mother's 
fondness and love, to make a hearty meal. Using the 
argument, that if she continued to deny herself a due 
sufficiency, her health must needs very soon suffer ; 
her answer, amid sobs and tears, soon shewed that 
it had been purposely her aim to eat little, on her 
mother's account. 

'* Mamma, indeed — indeed, I cannot eat : — it chokes 
me ! I don't know how to swallow food, when I know 
it is so much more necessary for your health than for 
mine. You are always ill, unless you take plenty of 
nourishment/' 

Her reply so overcame her poor mamma, as to take 
from her, for a few moments, the power of utterance. 
And so this sweet child had deprived herself of com- 
forts — even necessaries — that she might be the minis* 
tering angel to her only parent ! And was this nothing 
more than earthly love ? " Whosoever shall give you 
a cup of water to drink in my name, because ye belong 
to Christ, verily I say unto you, he shall not lose his 
reward." 

" Why, look here. Mamma," she said, with a beam- 
ing ray of heaven's own light in her countenance, and 
using as she was wont to do, a whole string of argu- 
ments, " I am so hearty and strong, that if I cIo Eve 
upon but little it will not affect my health for years 
yet Besides, neither of us will suffer, if you will let me 
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do as I desire, otherwise both of us must, I by fretting, 
and being unhappy at seeing you suffer for having 
denied yourself." 

Seeing her determination to carry out her purposes 
of self-sacrifice, just as one would do a set of very 
important principles, Mrs. Cameron perceived an addi- 
tional motive for sending her from home, still placing 
all her trust in the orphan's powerful Protector and 
the widow's all-wise Friend. 

** Oh, shut not oat the light of God, 

Within — ^aroond — above thee ! 
Iife*s darkest lanes have sky o'erhead ; 

Look up — One there doth love thee 1 
Look up with true and humble heart, 

No self- trust can avail thee ; 
Shall He who suffered, — ^bore a part 

Of every sorrow, — fail thee ? 
Bestir thyself 1 work while 'tis day, 

Blest, though the world should hate thee. 
Fulfilling duty — ^work and pray — 

And gladness shall await thee ! " 

The very last night previous to Harriet's return to 
her school her mother had a remarkable dream, which 
oppressed her mind considerably. So much did it 
dwell upon her spirits, that for some days she could 
entertain only one idea about it, — that it might be 
likened to a revelation from heaven. This is her own 
version of the vision : — 

" I appeared to be standing alone upon the earth, 
encompassed by a sense of utter soUtude and desola- 
tion ; when all at once I looked up into the heavens 
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for comfort and light; but there^ all was thick and im- 
penetrable darkness, although the black and heavy- 
clouds were distinctly visible, impressing upon me, as 
it were, a terrible feeling of utter despair. At this 
moment I was invited by some invisible being to look 
in another direction, which hitherto I had not attended 
to : when nearer the horizon, the sky all at once became 
covered over with a thick mist, but upon which shone 
in most resplendent glory, a cross, and above it hung a 
star of such dazzling light as I never before remem- 
bered to have seen in the heavens at any time.** 

Mrs. Cameron found that she could not treat this 
strange revelation with the same indi/erenc« we usually 
receive dreams — and which is generally all they merit ; 
but when she coupled this event with another, that 
happened soon after Harriet's return to school, it 
looked to her mind more like the hand of Providence 
than a foolish phantom of the night-watches. 

This was no other than a letter from the hands of 
her agent, warning her " that as there would be some 
considerable deductions from her income of the year 
just entered upon, possibly she might wish to make 
her arrangements accordingly." She at once gave 
notice, therefore, for her daughter's removal from 
school at the next ensuing quarter ; resolving, until 
that time had expired, to remain within a moderate 
distance of her. 

The small shrubs and plants that are seen to grow 
upon the mountain heights, near the snow, are pre-' 
pared by a process of nature, to endure the inclement 
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seasons, the raging storms, and biting frosts, which 
sooner or later they must encounter. By similar en- 
durances the youthful mariner is taught to face the 
keenest blasts, and stand alone upon the slippery 
deck when the sea-billows are lashed to fury, and 
when the creaking timbers of his frail bark will cause 
some stout hearts to tremble with fear. And so it is 
that many of God's dear children, experienced in the 
uses of privations, are ready prepared for the hour 
when storms of tribulation arise, or when, like David, 
they are compelled to exclaim, "Deep calleth unto 
deep at the noise of Thy water-spouts : all Thy waves 
and Thy billows are gone over me. Yet the Lord will 
command His loving-kindness in the day-time, and in 
the night His song shall be with me, and my prayer 
unto the God of my life." 

<'As the darkness of night gives a charm to the dawn, 
As winter the summer endears, — 
And the denser the cloud on which it is drawn, 

The brighter the rainbow appears ; 
So trials and sorrows the Christian prepare 

For the rest that remaineth above ; 
In the world tribulation awaits him, but there 
The smile of unchangeable Love." * 

And now the change came on, a change too, for which 
the anxious mother was not fully prepared. Other diffi- 
culties she had encountered and bravely surmounted, 
but in this one, while the eye of faith saw some few 
gleams of light, to the eye of sense the scene grew 
intensely dark, and darker still. 

♦ Rev. D. E. Ford, 
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The reports received from the school, concerning 
Harriet's health, were to the effect, that " no anxiety 
was awakened on her account, but that the listlessness 
and want of appetite continued as heretofore." Her 
mother of course became solicitous about her, and paid 
a visit to the school at once, when great was her surprise 
and consternation at beholding her darling's altered ap- 
pearacce in so short a space of time, not three months. 
This striking change had probably escaped the notice 
of those by whom Harriet had been so immediately 
and constantly surrounded. But no wonder that mater- 
nal affection should sum up the affliction in the follow- 
ing estimate : — 

" I cannot find words," says her mother, " to express 
what a tale of deep and patient suffering was depicted 
on the dear one's wan and cheerless countenance, where 
the happy dimples had been wont to play, and the hues 
of health to glow. And then, too, so suddenly had all 
this happened ; I knew not what to think. Moreover, 
my worst fears were at once confirmed when an emi- 
nent physician was consulted, who pronounced her's a 
case of hopeless and rapid consumption ! My mother's 
heart would have sunk into the dust but for one blessed 
hope — * The Lord Jehovah liveth ! ' " 

" While yet I sue, like my dear Lord, 

Some bitter cap to shun ; 
Like Him the murmur I must fold. 
In high resolve and purpose bold. 
And copy still His loftier word — 

<Yet not my will be done.'" 
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The disease was pronounced consumption : it was 
literally a consumption of the whole system, as the 
lungs were not the only organs affected. It soon be- 
came apparent, therefore, that her sufferings had been 
yery much more severe than is usual in this most me- 
lancholy of all diseases. 

Some enquiry into her habits at school brought forth 
to light that she had made no complaint whatever of 
feeling ill, but had so carefully attended to all her 
duties that no one could have suspected a worm was 
fJl that time preying upon her very vitals. 

According to her own statement it would appear she 
had but too carefully and faithfully kept to the rules 
laid down for her direction a few months previously. 
Many of those winter mornings had been very severe ; 
so cold, damp, and foggy, that it was quite unfit to take 
exercise in the playground before breakfast. And yet» 
at a time when this dear child — so fragile a thing — 
ought only to have been exposed to a genial atmosphere, 
and cherished as a most tender exotic, she was, un- 
heeding the consequences, keeping the rules laid down 
for stronger pupils, jealous lest she should be guilty 
of omitting some prescribed duty. 

Characteristic of herself — such an entire imselfish- 
ness — she feared to alarm her instructors or her mo- 
ther by communicating her own ideas of her then state 
of health ; and when at any time she felt sick or faint, 
and this was becoming more common, she shunned 
the only remedy she had at hand ; namely, speaking to 
one of the teachers who were all kind to her, and thus 
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obtaining prompt assistance. Poor gentle lamb ! little 
didst thou know how swre the ravages were of that 
complaint, which so often made thee feel '*so faint 
and ready to perish ! " 

Occasionally, she afterwards said she would draw 
near to the school-room fire, but quickly retire again; 
fearful lest she was considering her own comfort much 
more than that of others. So that, nncomplaininglyy 
she steadily fulfilled the duties that fell to her lot 
week after week. Amidst all this it cannot be doubted 
that in all probability the severe discipline of those 
tliree months, like the refiner's fire, did much to pre- 
pare her for what was yet to follow. If so, there is 
still cause for thankfulness that God saw fit thus to 
meeten her spirit for the glorious impression of her 
Saviour's image, which shone at last so conspicuously 
in her lovely character. 

It is a blessed thing that in affliction we are not 
separated from God, who is our Father. Affliction 
and tribulation may appear ready to drive us from 
Him, but it is the believer's joy that nothing above, 
or beneath, can effect this. The wicked man's terror 
is, he cannot escape from the face of God. The be- 
liever's rejoicing is the very opposite, and he boldly 
exclaims, " Who shall separate me from the love of 
Christ?" 

It is the purpose of trials to produce faith in the 
believer. Faith is given that it may lead to a Throne 
of Grace, and there make known our wants in prayer. 
Prayer obtains the sx)iritual blessing which the soul 
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stood most in need of. And thus trials, faith, and 
prayer, become some of the links in the chain of grace, 
to conduct us nearer to the Divine Love ; and without 
which the poor soul might well suppose itself to be 
lost and undone. " Now no chastening for the present 
seemeth to be joyous, but grievous : nevertheless, 
afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteous- 
ness unto them which are exercised thereby." 

Thus, Harriet experienced her Saviour very near 
in this visitation, which, hidden as it was from her 
nearest associates, was not hid from herself. She 
saw it, and she felt it, although perhaps little aware 
of its meaning. Every evening was to her a day nearer 
heaven ! Every tear or pain was counted as a step 
forwards in the pilgrim's journey. She was ripening 
for the moment when the reaper would come with his 
sharp sickle ! But the end was not yet. 

" Pm going to leave aU my sadness, 

I'm going to change earth for heaven, 
There, there all is peace, all is gladness, , 

There pureness and glory are given. 
Friends, weep not in sorrow of spirit. 

But joy when my time here is o'er; 
I go the good part to inherit. 

Where sorrow and sin are no more. 
•* I'm going to tell the glad story, — 

To share the saints' transports of praise, — 
I'm going in garments of glory, 

My voice to unite with their lays. 
Ye fetters corrupted, then leave me ; 

Thou body of sin, droop and die ; 
Pains of earth, cease ye ever to grieve me, 

From you 'tis for ever I fly I " 
G 



CHAPTEE VL 



%mpit tostlj. 



** I BEHEMBEBED 60D, AND WAS TBOUBLBD : I COMPLAINED, AND MT 
gPIEIT WAS OYEBWHELMED. WxLL THE LORD CAST OFF FOR EVEB ? 
AND WILL He BE FAVOURABLE NO MORE ? HaTH GoD FORGOTTEN TO 
BE OBACIOUS ? HATH He IN ANGEB SHUT UP HiS TENDER MEBCIE8 ? " — 

Psalm Ixxvii. 3, 7, 9. 

«• And now what time ye all may read. 
Through dimming eyes this story; 
How discord on the music fell, 
And darkness en the glory; 
And how, when one by one sweet sounds. 

And wanderipg lights departed ; 
Shi wore no less a loving face 
Because so broken-hearted." 

EiiizABXTH Babbitt Bbowkimo. 



tNTELLECTUAL yigour ma^ sometimes be as- 
sisted by engaging lawfully in mental activities. 
But this rule does not at all times obtain in 
things of a more spiritual nature. It would be very 
difficult to draw the line which distinguishes between 
the safe and the hazardous in matters of controversy. 
It is somewhat like a traveller venturing too near the 
edge of a precipice; unthinkingly, he treads on loose 
soil, and his footing is lost for ever. 

It was Harriet's painful experience to over-balance 
herself, long before the age when the minds of some 
persons, who think but little, are deemed capable of 
forming a judgment at all. There are some in whom 
we discover no spiritual progress; there are others, 
who, while beii^g borne to the haven of eternal rest, 
have, to reach that port, to pass through the foaming 
billows. This latter case resembled her's. 

With the expansion of her intellect came a desire 
for religious disquisition. Reasonings induced doubts 
sjfxi incompatibilities, which were not to be simply set 
aside by her, ^r she determined at all times to know and 
learn thoroughly, everything her mind sought to dis- 
cover. Ah ! but it is not so easy a thing in matters of 
religion, to accomplish this. " The world by wisdom 
knew not God." Much less could a very child set a 
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rest the diflBculties of revelation, and therefore, as might 
have been anticipated, her share of doubt and scepti- 
cism involved mystery and terror. 

For the space of several years there had been cer- 
tain seasons when this precious soul was tossed upon 
the breakers, and sometimes engulphed in the waters 
of gloom and despair. The anguish of her spirit was 
sometimes overwhelming. In vain were entreaties made 
on the part of pious friends, that she would repose in 
simple faith upon the merits of her Bedeemer's death 
and sacrifice (trusting only in His righteousness), and 
receive the truth that He was indeed her Saviour. 

" Oh ! ** she would wildly exclaim, " that I could 
feel just as some terrible and heinous sinner would at 
the offer of stuih a Saviour. There is more hope of 
such than of me ! I never had the right kind of faith 
— or, saving faith — for I have believed in Christ's death 
only as I should have believed any other historical 
fact, and now, I doubt the Scriptures themselves! 
Would that I had never been bom. Oh ! why was I 
bom, to live for ever in perdition ? For I cannot beUevej 
or even pray to do so ! " 

Probably some persons might think this was a most 
uncommon case, with which opinion we should scarcely 
be prepared to agree. Minds are, we know, so differ- 
ently constituted, that the ordeal through which Har- 
riet was passing would prove less trying in some cases 
than in others. But in every case the convictions of 
the soul are made the opportunity for Satan to hurl 
his fiery darts, just as we are told Beelzebub endeav- 
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oured to throw his arrows at poor Christian, as he was 
entering the wicket-gate. It is no proof of the want 
of power in religion, because the flesh through weak- 
ness fails, or is faint ; the evidence of the worth of the 
gospel lies in this, that it is able as an agent in the 
hands of the Holy Spirit, to deliver the fettered soul, 
by diffusing gladness in the heart of the poor trembling 
sinner, and by causing him to hear peace spoken by 
the lips of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

That it produced these blessed results in Harriet's 
mind, in God's own due time, is an additional argu- 
ment, and should any of our readers, whose eyes fall 
on these pages, have had themselves the same heavy 
burden to bear that she had, we hope they will derive 
benefit from the knowledge of this, that upon all ber 
darkness a glorious and heavenly light was rapidly 
preparing to shew itself. 

On many an occasion when Mrs. Cameron, having 
for a little while lost her child, would go in search of 
her, probably she would find her on the floor in another 
apartment, with her head bowed upon a chair, and in 
an agony of tears. At those times, the expressions of 
her feelings of despair were most heart rending. Neither 
would she hearken to one word of consolation, nor 
receive what she deemed to be only a ''false peace." 
No ! her feet must be set upon a Rock ; otherwise, 
there was no standing place for her. It is hard indeed, 
for those who have not experienced it, to comprehend 
the burden of suffering that rests on a soul which 
deems itself deserted. All this, however, is known to 
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One, the " Man of sorrows," who is Himself " touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities." 

"Deserted I — ^who hath deemed that when 

The cross in darkness rested, 
Upon the yictim's hidden face, 

No love was manifested ? 
What frantic hands, outstretched haye e'er 

The atoning drops averted ? 
What tears haye washed them from the son]. 

That one should be deserted ? 

" Deserted ! — God coald separate 

From His own essence rather. 
And Adam's sins have swept between 

The righteous Son and Father, 
Tea, once Immanuel's orphaned cry, 

His uniyerse hath shaken ; 
It went up single — echoless — 

* My Ood, I am forsaken.* 

" It went up from The Holy's lips. 
Amid His lost creation. 
That of the lost, no son should use ; 
Those words of desolation ^ " 

There are traces in her Bihle still, where her tears 
had fallen, while reading the unutterable feelings of her 
own heart, in the language of one of old, described in 
God's most Holy Word.* Poor buffetted child ! what 
bitter sorrows didst thou taste, thou chosen one, in the 
furnace of affiction ! 

It may be asked, why we have noticed this feature 
in Harriet's history, this visit to Doubting Castle at 
all ? May it not deter the young from receiving 

• Job. yi. 2— 11. 
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religion as the soul's ecstacy, the heart's real fount of 
blessedness? Just as soon would the shrill blasts and 
the raging tempests of winter, prevent the fire from 
burning. Kind reader, we are repeating a truthful 
narrative. Home lessons, if you like. And perhaps 
we shall touch a chord a little nearer to thine own 
heart, if we group the darker shadows with the lighter 
touches, just where they fall. Bespecting all this, a 
true believer can say — and others can say with him — 
that no " strange thing hath happened," because of 
such fiery trials as these. But brighter and more 
beautiful will appear the hour when deliverance comes, 
bringing the '^ peace that passeth understanding." 

Look for a moment into that darkened chamber. 
The bed-room curtains are closely drawn, and the 
sleeping couch contains an occupant. But sweet sleep 
is banished* from the troubled little one, whose eye- 
lids refuse to close. Hark! what sound was that? 
A rushing of- something strange past the eaves of the 
house, and a rattling of something, stranger still, on 
all the window-panes. There ! a door has shut with a 
loud bang, and made the poor frighted child to start 
with fresh terror. And now a low wailing is heard 
from within that closed chamber. It quickly reaches 
the listening ear of the fond mother, and she flies up 
the stairs, to the rescue of her darling. With softest 
tread, and suspended breathing, she cautiously enters. 

" Willie ! WUlie ! what troubles my sweet child ? 
Thy mother is here, my precious ! " 
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But even that dear voice cannot still the throbbing 
heart, nor cool the feverish brow, of the terrified little 
one. 

" It was only the storm of wind and rain, that you 
heard, my love. Hush, my Willie, Willie. Don't you 
know the tall tree where your pretty birdies built their 
nests last summer? And don't you know the long 
boughs reach to the comer of our house, and the wind 
is rocking the tree to and fro, just now ? Cannot you 
hear that the rain is falling, which God your Father 
in heaven, always sends upon the earth in its season ? 
Those are the sounds you hear my love, and your 
* Mamma, dear,* is sitting beside you." 

And then, in softer accents still, she repeats to him 
a little part of the oft-told * Sweet story of old,' and 
caressing his cheek fondly, she pictures the Gentle 
Jesus, who walked upon the waves of Galilee's lake, 
just stLch a night as thiSi and in words of power and 
lovie spake to the winds and the waves, and there was 
a great calm. 

The troubled listener at length recognises that it is 
indeed his mother's voice, and after a few more sighs 
and sobbings he sinks into the arms of slumber. In 
the morning the tale of fright is told, amidst artless 
questionings and infant wonderings ; and then a jour- 
ney after breakfast into the shrubbery, to see the tree 
that rocked and swung with so much fury, during those 
night watches, brings a new smile upon the ruddy cheek, 
and into those laughing eyes of little Willie. 



TEMPEST TOSSED. 91 

And SO it is with many a Christian. His fears, in 
seasons of darkness and difficulty, are many. The 
most wicked conjectures— like mere guesses — are 
readily supplied by the Evil One, and God's voice, or 
God's Word, can be neither seen nor heard ; because, 
the natural depravity of the heart is opposed to both, 
and the storm of blinding darkness, and mental per- 
plexities, is raging within the soul with Satan's fury. 
Ah, believer, we have scarcely any need here to record 
your oft-repeated prayer. You have often sung at 
seasons such as these : — 

*• My Saviour, be Thou near me, 

Through life's night 1— 
I cry, and Thou will hear me. 

Be my light, 
My dim sight aching, — 
Gently Thou'rt waking 
Meet for awaking. 

Where all is bright. 

" Through time's swelling ocean 
Be my guide. 
From tempest's wild commotion, 

Hide I oh, hide 1 
life's crystal river. 
Storms ruffle never, 
Anchor me ever. 

On that calm tide ! " 

And now let us pass for a little into a clearer atmos- 
phere, a calmer sea. We read that Christian lost his 
burden when he arrived at the foot of the cross ; for 
on that cross he saw his only Lord and Saviour, the 
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" Lamb of God, which taketh away the sins of the 
world/' It was a moment of gladness indeed, when 
Mrs. Cameron perceived in the calm look of her dear 
child, that some better influence than of earth had 
fallen like refreshing dew, upon her troubled breast. 

Notwithstanding the terrible shaking the poor ves- 
sel receives, when exposed to the wild hurricane upon 
tempestuous seas, yet how gracefully she glides along, 
as in the sheltering haven, with winds and waves all 
hushed, she rests upon the glassy waters, whose gentle 
ripple against her sides is just sufficient to break the 
surrounding silence. 

The holidays of Christmas, 1859, gave a full oppor- 
tunity to Mrs. Cameron, for speaking with Harriet 
about the operations of Divine grace in her soul. Not 
that she questioned her very closely — there was no 
need for that — but she put herself in the attitude of a 
listener, convinced that whatever was most present to 
her darling's mind, would in all probability find utter- 
ance in words. 

But without talking about it, it was impossible to 
avoid remarking that Harriet had become the subject 
of a very decided change. Not ODce did there fall 
from her lips an accent of despair ; while in her de- 
meanour such a degree of holy quietude and meekness 
manifested itself, that to be near her when referring to 
the Scriptures of truth, was both healthful to the 
spirits, and refreshing to the soul. We find that her 
mother takes a retrospect of this season, when de- 
scribing it to a Mend, as follows : — 



TEMPEST TOSSED. 9S 

" Oh ! my beloved Harriet, was not this a period of 
peaceful and hallowed communion to both our souls, and a 
foretaste of the everlasting union of our spirits in heaven ? 
Yet had we not ever been, of one heart and soul ? As 
Euth was to Naomi, such a daughter wert thou to me, my 
pleasant child. How can I forget thee, or thy gentle ways ; 
thy sweet and earnest remonstrances, and tender assidui- 
ties ? And should their memory be hoai ded only in my 
own heart ? May I not tell it to others, and let them also 
know something of thy martyr-like spirit — of thy patience 
and meekness^ that thus it may be seen, what bright 
angels do sometimes visit this fallen world ? " 

The Christian hears in every sound the voice of his 
Father, — God ; he sees the holy finger guiding every 
Providence. " Every good gift and every perfect gift 
is from above, and cometh down from the Father of 
lights, with whom is no variableness, neither shadow 
of turning." If sorrow and trial therefore fall to the 
Christian's lot, his religion teaches him that such is 
not sent to make him sad. It is to his religion the 
world attributes all his sadness ; while it is to his 
religion the believer looks to drive that sadness away^ 
In this way it is, that he not only can rejoice in affic- 
tion, but even because of it. He says, "All is of God, 
and God is Love ! " And thrice blessed is the thought 
that, despite the tribulation that will come, yet " All 
things work together for good to them that love God ; 
to them who are the called according to His purpose." 

One evening after Harriet had left school, she was 
sitting with her mother, enjoying a pleasant conversa- 
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tion, as the shades of evening gathered around. All 
of a sadden she looked up, and said, in her own quiet 
way — 

** Do you remember, dear Mamma, how sad were 
my former doubts and misery, owing to my fears re- 
specting a future state; and how I was nearly lost, by 
sinking in the gulf of scepticism ? " 

"I do remember it, too well, my child." 

" Well then, perhaps you will be glad to know, my 
dear Mamma, that this is all over now" 

Mrs. Cameron expressed deep thankfulness that the 
Lord had, in His lovingkindness, vouchsafed such a 
tender mercy : — 

" He is wonderful in woi^king, and it must be all 
ascribed to His grace.** 

'' I don't like to talk much with you. Mamma, upon 
this subject until I have been longer at home ; but I 
have been some time wishing for the opportunity. I 
did so especially at Christmas last, when I was with 
you for the holidays— but I could not well introduce 
the subject to you then. And, do you know, dear 
Mamma, I think it was intended by God that you 
should have removed me from school at that time ; for 
I believe He had given me then the blessing He meant 
me to receive there." 

Her mother had always found it best to listen 
attentively when Harriet had anything to relate : she 
therefore heard these words with composure, and 
waited for what was to follow. A few days afterwards 
Harriet again remarked — 
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" I have no fear of death or 'futurity now, Mamma, 
and I am quite reconciled to live, or otherwise, if it be 
the will of God ; for I know that I have found Christ 
my Saviour." 

A remark or two from Mrs. Cameron drew forth 
from her an explanation of the manner of her de- 
liverance, and how it was her soul had been so merci- 
fully brought to repose upon the Lord Jesus as her 
Saviour. 

• " It was not all at once," she said, " but very gra- 
dually, that this great peace came. You are aware, 
dear Mamma, what a difficulty I always found in com- 
posing themes. Well, God could bring good even out 
of that, you know. One afternoon, finding this task 
more than usually hard and disagreeable, I retired into 
the school -room, where I could be alone. I was kneel- 
ing down at a stool with my slate before me, and crying 
bitterly, thinking what an unhappy life I had to lead 
in this world, and that I was doomed to endure a far 
more miserable existence in another. And yet — I 
cannot tell how it was — it was strange — I was praying 
in the same breath that God would send me any 
sujBferings, no matter how great, in this world, so that 
my affliction might end in my conversion, and that I 
may find Jesus at last." 

- The very remembrance of that hour of sorrow 
seemed to affect her much, for she paused ; and Mrs. 
Cameron encouraged her, at the same time remarking, 
that, whether we should pray for the Lord to send 
. aMction or not, she was not prepared to say ; but for 
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any one to choose to be led by His all-wise will, conld 
not but be right ; and in such a case, probably, He 
who knoweth all our infirmities, heard her prayer. 
She sought the Lord, sorrowing, it was true ; but His 
sa vation was nearer to her than she then beUeved. 

" One of the young ladies," Harriet continued, " en- 
tering the room at the same time, and perceiving me 
in such dreadful distress, immediately went and told 

our teacher. Miss , who came and spoke very 

kindly to me. And after trying to comfort me all she 
could, said that she would see me in the sitting-room, 
at a certain hour the next evening. As soon as she 
said this I felt happier, for I had thought for some time 
past, that if I could only have some conversation with 

dear Miss , I should obtain, more light upon 

God's Word ; for I knew she had the right spirit to 
contend with mine. She knew perfectly well, as I 
afterwards found, how to controvert my heretofore un- 
answerable arguments, therefore I now believed I should 
obtain the consolation I had so long needed, and it 
was so.'* 

We are very apt to view the employment of means 
in any light but the right one. We may make too 
much of them, or too little. Had the dear young friend 
of whom we write, sought from some experienced Chris- 
tian timely counsel, there is little room to doubt spirit* 
ual comfort might have been derived — as water flows 
through a channel to satisfy a thirsty city — while the 
grace would have been as great ; seeing it is God's 



TEMPEST TOSSED. 97 

divinely-appointed method, to put the ''treasure in 
earthen vessels, that the excellency of the power may 
he of God, and not of vs." 

A.S it was, she had to grope her way in the dark a 
long while; to endure the conflict of doubts, and 
sujffer the consequences of the same. But yet, the 
blessed Light came: — the divine illumination of God's 
Holy Spirit. In His Word she found delight; the Scrip- 
tures were a " Lamp to her feet." She heard a voice 
— scarcely louder than the softest whisper — ^but it was 
the whisper of Truth — and it led her to Christ alone. 

** Leady kindly Light I amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead Thou me on I 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, 

Leiid Thou me on 1 
Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene— one step's enough for me. 

'* I was not oyer thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Should'st lead me on 1 
I loYed to choose and see my path.; hat now 

Lead Thou me on ! 
I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my willj; rememher not past years. 

'* So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still 

Will lead me on ; 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone; 
And, with the mom, those angel faces smile. 
That I haye loyed long since, and lost awhile." 



CHAPTER VIT. 
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'* Blessed abe the poor in spirit : fob theib's is the kinodox 

OF HEA7EH." — Matt. V. 8, 

" I -would not have the restless will 
That hurries to and fro, 
Thab seeks for some great thing to do. 

Or secret thing to know; 

I would be treated as a ohild. 

And guided where I go." 

Waring. 



I VERY possible kindness had been shewn to Har- 
riet, in the institution she last attended, as well 
as opportunity given for religious conversation, 
had she sought it. The lady who superintended that 
institution, and several of the teachers, were many 
times referred to afterwards, as friends whom she hoped 
to meet in heaven. More particularly would she speak 

of Miss , as one to whom she was indebted for 

comforting assurances of God's love, which however 
would have been wholly unavailing as a source of con- 
solation, had they not been entirely drawn from the 
pure pages of truth. 

As we have intimated already, the great change 
observable in Harriet, was attended by a readiness on 
her part to tell, and that frequently, what Jehovah had 
done for her soul. It is not to be expected that even 
a mother's loving memory can recall every sentence 
uttered during the few months of her dear one's illness, 
but sufficient time and care have been expended, to * 
gather up the fragments at least; and we trust to the 
kind forbearance of our readers, should we give that 
which we have to present in a seemingly unconnected 
or disjointed state. 

** You were saying," Mrs. Cameron remarked, " that 
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you thought Miss could answer your douhts, 

and meet some of your difficulties ; I should like to 
know why you thought so." 

** Oh ! Mamma, on such matters she seems to have 
the power and force of a divine logic, and can hring it 
to bear on all such doubts as mine were. You know, 
that besides possessing superior mental endowments, 
our dear teacher knew experimentally what she spoke 
about ; because sh& lived, in her daily walk and con- 
versation, very near to God." 

Mrs. Cameron expressed her highest satisfaction 
that her daughter had been favoured so much as to be 
under the influence of such a teacher; and afterwards 
enquired — 

"How did Miss treat your arguments in 

favour of your melancholy unbelief? " 

" I used no arguments then, Mamma; but I listened 
to her, while she explained, so clearly, some of the 
things that had been mysteries to me ; while there were 
other things which I felt compelled to believe, without 
even understanding them. I wished to receive the 
kingdom of God as a little child." 

" There was a proof, my love, that the divine energy 
of the Holy Spirit was manifested at that time. It is 
His prerogative to convince the understanding." 

" I know it, dear Mamma ; and my sin at the time 
was, that I ought to have known it then. But what 
was more precious to me than all besides, was to be 
enabled to see how I had been substituting faith for 
Christ, and how constantly I had been making the 
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mistake of looking to my evidence of having a * saving,' 
or * right faith/ instead of looking alone, and simply to 
Jesus, the olject of faith." 

" I believe, Harriet, your's is a very common case 
though, and many are led into a similar error." 

"Ah, but Mamma, it humbles me very much now to 
think about it. I have known the Scriptures from a 
very little one : but till dear Teacher told me, there 
seems to have been one thing that I knew not." 

"What was that, Harriet?" 

" I had not known and felt that the Saviour died 
for ME. But I know that now J' 

As she said this the very truth seemed to beam 
forth from her glad eyes, as she clasped her mother 
in a long and loving embrace. Both of them could 
now rejoice in spirit together — meet companions in the 
heavenly pilgrimage, — but oh ! how soon to be sepa- 
rated, but not for ever ! 

"And you have realized that blessed promise, then," 
Mrs. Cameron observed, " which says, * I love them 
that love me, and those that seek me early shall find 
me r 

To which Harriet at once made answer : — 

" Yes ; and besides that I have learnt the truth of 
another promise, or precept, rather — * Blessed are they 
'that mourn, for they shall be comforted.* " 

Somewhat in confirmation of these remarks, we may 
quote a portion of a letter received more recently from 
her kind teacher, referred to. It was addressed to 
Harriet's mother. 
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" Dtjbliii, Dec Stb, 1809. 

" Mt drab Mrs. C , 

" May I offer you a few words of my impressions 
about dear Harriot ? I have the recollection of herappear- 
anco ; it was extremely modest Her countenance was 
bright and intelligent, indicating what shone conspicuous^ 
in her, — a singularly retiring disposition, and a thoughtful 
and reflective mind, given much to reasonings^ and some- 
times to doubts. She was by these two characteristics dis* 
tinguishod ; and thus she was often led to griere in secret 
over obneurities in her spiritual experience. Not that she 
doubted the general truth of salvation by Christ, as freely 
ofTorod in the gospel;- but she was slow to accept the same, 
partly from a low opinion she had of herself— which should 
iiave made hor more eager — and partly because she needed 
some doubts to bo cleared up, which had some time hung 
over hor, and caused hor much inward pain and trouble. 

" When once she was brought to see that her yery sin- 
fulness gave hor a claim upon the Saviour's merit, and 
placed hor in the position of one of those /or wJiom He died; 
and, moreover, that what she was required to do, was to 
believe the " record that God gave of His Son," and that 
by doubting she really dishonoured Him, and " made Him 
a liar " — then she gladly threw herself upon Him, with all 
her sins and doubts. She pleaded her own need, and the 
precious declaration of God*s Word — " God hath ^ven to 
us eternal life, aqd this life is in His Son." Then it was/ 
and not till then, thtft she could hang, as it were, upon the 
Son's own gracious promise, " Him that cometh unto Me, 
I will in no wise cast out." I know she found that word 
very precious to her : and after I held the. conversation 
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with her — ^in which she told me the secret sorrows of her 
heart — mi in which I urged her to hring them all to Jesus, 
and tiy Him — try Him only — she appeared to calm down 
into a settled peace. 

'* Her natural reserve rendered it necessary, positively, 
to question her, as to whether she felt more at ease. She 
always expressed herself as feeling much more happy, 
although she never opened out in the same degree again. 
I was very glad to find, therefore, from your account of our 
ever-4ear Harriet's last days on earth, that she had found 
Christ as good as His word ; and that He mercifdlly and 
faithfully sustained her to the end, and suffered not her 
confidence to fail. I have often and often recalled her to 
mind since then. She was a sweet girl, and one who 
possessed deep feelings, and, douhtless, had she lived, would 
have shewn great talents. I never knew how much I had 
loved her till she was gone. ♦ ♦ ♦ My own dear sister 
was most peacefully taken from our midst, exactly two 
months after my arrival. ' Looking unto Jesus ' was her 
last day's motto and watchword ; — that same Jesus who was 
dear Harriet's God and Saviour. Yours, &c., 

"E. ." 

That it was a time of pleasure to the soul, although 
a season of suffering to the body, our readers will 
understand readily enough, when Mrs. Cameron thus 
witnessed the reality of true religion, in the happy ex- 
perience of her beloved daughter ; and when — although 
her wishes on some other points had not been met — 
we refer, of course, to her dear child's future useful- 
ness; yet she could exclaim, in the language of the 
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eastern metaphor, used by the Beloved, in Solomon's 
Song — " Lo ! the winter is past, the rain is over and 
gone ; the flowers appear on the earth ; the time of 
the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle 
is heard in our land." 

** The winter is OTer, the nin is stay'd. 
And flowers on the earth appear ; 
Fn>m each little grare where the germ was laid, 
Springs forth a new beantj, a fresh green hlade, 
To bloom through another year. 

'* Sun of my soul I shall I fear to lay 

This dust where the spring flowers He? 
No ! Thou wilt remember my sleeping clay — 
For 1 witness Thy truth to the flowers of May — 
And raise me, no more to die 1 

** The time of the singing of birds will come^ 

And the summer sun shine bright; 
But a l>eam more glorious shall pierce my tomb. 
And this dust shall live in unfading bloom, 

'Neath the beams of eternal light." 

And once again the voice of love spake : — " The 
fig tree puttetli forth her green figs, and the vines with 
the tender grape give a good smell. ArisCy my love^ 
my fair one, and come away'' * We must, therefore 
(for we can), sympathise with Mrs. Cameron, as we 
recollect the daily apprehensions and anxieties of her 
mind respecting the rapidly decaying health of her 
only earthly comfort. 

Only on one other occasion, and that at a later 
period, did Harriet refer to her former state of doubt 

• SoL Song iL 11—13. 



THE LEAST IN THE KINGDOM. 107 

respecting salvation. It was a question addressed to 
her mother in the following terms : — 

"Is it not your opinion, Mamma, that sceptical per- 
sons, and those who are difficult to convince upon 
religious subjects — when once they do perceive and 
accept a truth, generally hold it more firmly than 
others ? " 

. Mrs. Cameron admitted that probably her daugh- 
ter's reasonings were quite correct ; but she could not 
speak from any extensive knowledge of that subject. 

" Because," she continued, " in my own case, I feel 
that I would now rather die for my religious opinions, 
than deny them ; — I believe so firmly ! " 
. Shortly afterwards, her mother made enquiry, 
whether she never felt any particular temptation or 
doubt assail her mind at certain periods ? The mo- 
tive for putting this question being, that if any such 
fears existed, a timely remedy might be sought, and a 
weapon furnished, with which the enemy of her soul 
might be driven away. 

" Yes," she replied, " Satan will even now, some- 
times, try to suggest that I am deceived, and that the 
Scriptures are not true ; but I never listen to him, — 
I will take no notice whatever of his suggestions — but 
always begin to think of something better, and quite 
different : for I know the Bible is true.** 

There was one thing, in the knowledge of which 
she made marvellous progress — humility. Her es- 
timate of herself was such, that she objected to state 
her feelings in writing, since she knew other eyes 
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would look on it besides her own; and when she had 
any views of her own spiritoal condition, or observa* 
tions upon the predoosness of her Saviour's love, to 
communicate, she would reserve all for the ear of her 
dearest Mend— her mother. Whatever others might 
think of her t^haracter or attainments in the Christian 
life, to her^ one title, above all others, would have 
seemed most appropriate — '' The least in the kingdom 
of heaven." 

Of whatever else she stood in doubt, moreover, the 
Lord gave her to see one thing clearly ; and, like* the 
man in the Gospel, she often referred to it, with a 
loving exultation : " One thing I know, that, whereas 
I was blind, now I see." Those sweet lines of Dr. 
Bonar's she loved much : — 

**I heard the voice of Jesus saj. 
Come unto Me, and rest; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast. 
I came to Jesns as I was. 

Weary, and worn, and sad ; 

I found in Him a resting-place. 

And He has made me glad." 

The earliest exhibition of truth's power is a tender 
conscience. This was a feature ever present in Har- 
riet's character. We have had reason to regret, how-, 
ever, that no diary remains of her thoughts, during the 
season when she found deliverance from the weakness 
of the flesh — ^her troublesome fears. This would have 
explained to us, no doubt, many of hor devout thoughts . 
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and reflections at that time ; for had these been recorded, 
ihej would have been a correct index to her mind. 

The pictures of more recent scenes will now come 
under our notice ; many of them interwoven with more 
vivid and tangible hues of loveliness and grace. Al- 
though, in speaking of these, we desire to refrain from 
emplojdng any undue praise; yet, to pass by such 
things without one word of admiration, would be like 
shutting one's eyes to scenes the most beautiful in 
creation. It is said, " He giveth grace to the humble ; " 
and what did she possess, but what might have been 
traced to God alone ? If the meek and holy spirit of 
Jesus was observable in her^ it was because He was 
the "Author and finisher" of her faith. " Blessed are 
the undefiled in the way," and " Blessed are the poor 
in spirit*" We are at all times but feeble judges of 
what may be best in the end for us ; our Father in 
heaven knows; but we often surrender with an ill 
grace to the calls that Providence makes. And so it 
was when He, who goeth into His own garden for the 
purpose of gathering lilies, took away this sweet flower^ 
to transplant it in His heavenly paradise, there to 
bloom for ever, we deemed, perhaps, that God had 
dealt hardly with a widowed mother, in removing an 
only child. But, " He doeth all things weU.*' 

In speaking of the grace of humility, which shone 
so conspicuously in dear Harriet, we are forcibly re- 
minded of what a continental writer* has correctly 
said: — 

• Caspipini. 
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*^ Humility is a fair and fragrant flower ; in its ap« 
pearance modest, in its situation low and hidden ; i% 
does not flaunt its beauties to every vulgar eye, or 
throw its odours upon every passing gale. It is un* 
known to the earthly botanist — ^it discovers itself only 
to the spiritual searcher; neither does he find it among 
those gay and gaudy tribes of flowers, with which the 
generality are so easily captivated, but in some obscure 
and unfrequented spot, where the prints of human feet 
are rarely seen. But whenever he finds it, he is sure 
to behold its bosom opened to the Sun of BighteouS' 
ness, receiving new sweets in perpetual succession 
from His exhaustless source." 

Let us in addition to this likewise say, that where 
genuine humility exists — for this virtue has its coun- 
terfeits, like all besides — there will generally be found 
a lofty conception of our own destiny, powers, and 
responsibilities; and not a mere slavish compliance 
with the wills of others. At the same time, it takes a 
view, and a very near one, of our many imperfections ; 
because, its lowly position assists it to see what others 
cannot behold. And this was really the case with dear 
Harriet. 

It was a sense of her own weakness that enabled 
her to feel indulgtet towards those about her. Know- 
ing that her own foibles needed to be tolerated, she 
readily extended her charity and indulgence to all^ 
others. How wise in the young, then, to seek to wear 
the grace of hvmUityt if only to assist them in culti*. 
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vating spontaneous kindness to their fellow-creatures. 
As Montgomery sings concerning it — 

** The bird that soars on highest wing, 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 
And she that doth most sweetly sing, 
Sings in the shade when all things rest. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown, 

In deepest adoration bends : 

The weight of glory binds him down, 

Then most, when most his soul ascends ; 

Nearest the throne itself must be 

The footstool of humility." 



CHAPTEB Vm. 



(Bvx f ijjfet ^fMm, 



"Despise wot thou the chastening of the Lord, nor faint 

WHEN thou art REBUKED OF BiM : FOR WHOM THE LoRD L07ETH 

He chasteneth, and bcourgeth every son whom He receiveth." — 
Heb. xii. 5. 

" What will it be to see Him as He is. 
And past the reach of all that now disturbs 
The tranqml soul's repose ? To contemplate. 
In xetrospect unclouded, all the means 
By which His wisdom hath prepared His saints 
For the vast weight of glory which remains ? 
Come then, AfBiction, if my Father hids. 
And he my frowning friend ! A friend that frowns 
Ib better than a smiling enemy." 




^IME flowed on softly but steadily, to empty it- 
self at length into the broad ocean of eternity. 
Months now became days, and days became 
hours, and hours but as moments. Thus to the eye 
of the enraptured astronomer, the beauties of the 
heavenly orbs one by one vanish from his view. Even 
while in admiration he is watching them, lo ! they are 
gone. So it is with our loved ones, whose path lies 
up, and upward still, towards the ever-glorious man- 
sions of light. We lose them — they vanish from our 
present sight — but their departure resembles that of 
the moming-star, 

*' Which goes not down hehind the darkened west, 
But melts away into the light of heaven I " 

The world boasts much of its successes in branches 
of knowledge; its advances in science* and civilization; 
and its conquests of territory ; but if you introduce to 
men the theme, " Christ the light of the world — the 
bread of life — the fountain of living waters," you bring 
strange things to their ears. We are reminded of this 
in the title of our chapter. We are willing enough to 
call the burdens of this life tribulation ; but we are by 
no means content to own our burdens are " light" ones. 
We see in all this, how much farther the great Apostle 
was able to go beyond many of us. He could say 
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"Our light affliction, which is but for a momeDt, 
worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight 
of glory." We regard it as strange that we are so dealt 
with, and so heavily afflicted, and made to drink cups 
of bitterness and possess months of vanity ; whereas, 
" no strange thing hath happened" to us ; we are only 
made " partakers of Christ's sufferings." 

We come now to that season in the spring of 1860, 
when nature at least, put on her joyful countenance ; 
when buds and blossoms mingled their delightful hues 
with the animating sounds of all things that had been 
pushed into newness and life. So far as we can speak 
now of Miss Cameron's inner feelings at that time, we 
believe she enjoyed the " peace which passeth under- 
standing;" but in her bodily endurances, there was 
the experience of the Psalmist, " Thy hand is heavy 
upon me : my moisture is turned into the drought of 
summer." 

Owing to the weariness, restlessness, and the other 
distressing accompaniments, of her fearful disorder, 
there were only select and broken intervals, when she 
could endure conversation and that but for a brief pe» 
nod at a time. Yet to her beloved parent, who watched 
her lone pillow, these were very solemn seasons — such 
as in the still hours of night — and while listening to 
her peculiarly earnest and emphatic tones, or gazing 
into the spiritual depths, of her serious and beautifully 
illumed eyes, that it seemed scarcely a fancy to ima- 
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gine her as one already beatified. On such occasions, 
after many vain attempts to procure rest, she would 
usually make her appeal thus : 

" Mamma, I cannot sleep ; neither can you" 

"No, my child," her mother replied, "I am not 
able to sleep so long as you are awake and suffering." 

" Do you then," she asked, "mind talking and read- 
ing to me ? for I feel it would soothe me, and the time 
would appear less tedious." 

More than once did she make a similar request. 
• While she would utter such words, in angel tones — 
the recollection of which, Mrs. Cameron observes, still 
lingers — Harriet would usually commence making 
some more lengthened observation about her inward 
hopes or feelings. Thus on one occasion she said — 

" I am often thinking, how good and how merciful 
it was of God, not to hear the prayer which I once pre- 
sented, that He would lay all this suffering upon me, 
before I was converted : I vainly thought that it might 
help to lead me to'find Jesus ; but now I am satisfied that 
I could not have endured both the pains of my body, 
and the sorrow and anguish of my spirit, at the same 
time. How thankful I am, therefore, that He first 
called me His child, before- He laid this affliction upon 
me, which I am now hy His grace enabled to bear ! 
You cannot think, dear Mamma, how grateful I feel 
for this token of His goodness." 

Frequently would she express, with tears in her eyes, 
a deep sense of this unspeakable mercy; dwelling on 
the rich and undeserved grace of God, for allowing 
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h€r to be adopted as one of His own dear children ; 
the realization of which produced in her soul a conso- 
lation, which more than recompensed her for all she 
had to endure. At the same time, she woold deplore 
the awfdl condition of those whose lot was both men- 
tal and physical suffering, without any prospect of an 
alleviation of either. At another time she observed — 

" I am so very thankful that I was never permitted 
even to wish that I might find pleasure in anything 
the world can afford, or rest for happiness in anything 
short of Christ ; for I am now convinced that there is 
no real joy, save that which we find in Jqpins our 
Lord!" 

Not only were these glad utterances very cheering 
to those who listened to them ; but at those times their 
tones of gladness appeared to produce in her own soul 
the most delightful tranquillity. 

*' Ah ! what would become of me/' she added, *' if I 
had to seek my Saviour now ! For my prostration 
and pain of body seem so much to oppress me, that 
I should not be able to think seriously how to seek for 
salvation, had I not already in Christ obtained mercy." 

"Long did I toil, and knew no earthlj rest; 

Far did I rove, and foand no certain home; 
At last I sought them in HU sheltering breast. 

Who opes His arms, and bids the weaiy come ; 
In Christ I found a home— a rest divine — 
And 1 since then am His, and Hs is mine 1 " 

Many of the brightest jewels in the Redeemer's 
crown have been '' chosen in the furnace of affliction.** 
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This should prove of lasting comfort to those parents 
who have been called to witness the acute and protrac- 
ted sufferings of their loved ones ; as they have watched 
by their pillows, while tossing thereon with agony. 
But we use not this argument for the purpose of ex- 
empting parents, and especially mothers, from the dis- 
charge of the duties their near relationship brings, and 
the fulfilment of obligations, for which God makes 
them responsible. We urge these considerations the 
more, because the time is fast approaching in the his- 
tory of each, when vain regrets expressed over all such 
undischarged duties, will prove as useless as an en- 
deavour to stem the surges of the ocean. 

It was a precious remark worth recording, which 
fell from the dear invalid's lips, when she said during 
one of her tranquil moments — 

" Oh ! you cannot think how I shall bless God, for 
having given me you to be my mother ! Many mothers 
never care for the souls of their children, and even 
appear to forget that they have souls. They trouble 
themselves to procure for them a fashionable educa- 
tion, and are very anxious that they should learn how 
to dress well, and appear attractive in society, so that 
they may marry advantageously, as they consider it ; 
and then they conclude they have done their duty ! 
Oh!" she fervently added, ''I am so grateful that 
God did not give me such a mother ; or what would 
become of me now f " 

Harriet then solemnly took both her loved parent's 
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hands within her own ; and bending down, pressed 
them to her lips, as if in the act of asking, or bestow- 
ing a blessing. It was during one of these conversa- 
tions that she was referring to some friends, which 
immediately called forth from her this remark — 

"I think I see now. Mamma, why it was not my lot 
to possess a happy and a comfortable home. I have 
no brothers and sisters to love, as many other girls, — 
these are the only earthly blessings that I have ever 
desired, that I have not, and cannot have, — and many 
a time have I thought, ah I how few there are who love 
me ! But I see it all now ; for while I might be think- 
ing you loved me far less than I loved you, my heart 
all the while panted with a longing desire to learn 
to know more of dear Jesus ; for I knew how He would 
love me.** 

Here was another evidence — if another was needed 
— that Christ had become a precious Saviour to her ; 
and that having found Him, her childlike faith and 
confidence could repose in Him, so truly and impli - 
citly, that nothing seemed able to make that faith to 
stagger. 

Visits to the sick are sometimes blessed by a single 
word that is spoken— it may be only a look or a smile, 
or by the smallest deed of kindness done. At such 
seasons the very least comfort — if it be a comfort — is 
appreciated beyond the power of words to express. 

Miss O , her kind teacher, to whom we have already 

referred, had lent Harriet, while she was at school, 
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Dr. Bonar*s interesting work, " The Night of Weep- 
ing;" it was the first book that appeared to suit her, 
and now it administered comfort more than any other. 
It was, moreover, remarkable that many of his writings 
seemed especially congenial to her mind and spirit ; 
but she valued this little work much. The following 
lines may be deemed appropriate to express her ideas 
lespecting her own state of feeling : — 

" I'm watching for the Morning Star, 

Oh I when will it arise ? 
To gladen with its radiance mild, 

These strained and weary eyes ? 
The night is dark and gloomy, — 

When, oh ! when will it be past ? 
And the brightness of the morning 

Glad my watching eyes at last ? 
Oh ! night of gloom and sorrow, 

Of absence and of pain ! 
Thou wilt soon be past, and never 

Enshroud my world again ! " 

There were times, of course, when from the feeble- 
ness of nature, Harriet would not be able to listen for 
any length of time, to any person reading or speaking 
to her. It was then that she would turn her soft eyes 
in the direction of her mamma, if she sat beside her, 
and pointing to her constant companion, the Word of 
God, would thus intimate that her soul desired a small 
portion of its simple truth to be read in her hearing ; 
and sometimes she would add — 

" I can depend upon that as being the Truth ; its 
sweet whisperings I love ; and it comforts me as you 
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read, to believe that as His child, all those promises 
are now mine.*' 

At those times, a few words — especially if they were 
the words of Jesns — would suffice to soothe her anguish, 
just as the gentle lullaby of the mother calms the 
troubled breast of her little darling. 

Probably it will haye already occurred to the mind 
of the reader, that dear Harriet had derived more 
benefit from the simple reading of the inspired Book, 
and from meditation, under the guidance of the Holy 
Spirit, upon the sublime page of holy wisdom, than 
from all other helps combined. She had listened to 
the preaching of the Gospel, it is true, and had heard 
from the lips of many of God's servants, the glad 
news of salvation ; but her faith rested more entirely 
on the terms which God has there been pleased to em- 
ploy in revealing Himself in the person of His dear Son. 

Thus it was, that not in the tempest, not in the 
earthquake, not in the fire, but in the " 8tUl srnaU 
voice*' of God*s Truth, she learnt His character and 
the teachings of His love. 

It was clearly a settled feature of her experience, 
that the Holy Spirit had taught her to love the char- 
acter of her Heavenly Father, as presented to her in 
the gospel of reconciliation — God is love. She never 
looked upon Him, so far as we can gather, in the light 
in which so many view Him — as a God of terror and 
of vengeance — even in the hours of her deepest despair; 
but as that God who '^ was in Christ, reconciling the 
world unto Himself, not imputing their trespasses onto 
them." 
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When we have distinctive principles, built upon a 
sure basis, to advocate, it is well to cherish them. If 
they are fully authorized by God's Word, it is well 
that we hold them, and hold them firmly. But s 
consciences can only be guided aright by one influence 
— the mighty power of the Holy Spirit — we err in be- 
ing led by the teachings of any master short of Christ 
Himself. Nor will it be difficult to discover when the 
word of His Bevelation and the word of His ministers 
harmonize in one simple doctrine. That our dear 
young sister, who was the Saviour's own disciple^ 
and is now for ever with Him, made this the law of 
her faith, we suppose none of our readers will enter- 
tain the least doubt of, if they will only favour us with 
a patient perusal of this brief outline of her experience. 

As the disease advanced with rapid progress, it was 
natural to expect her sufferings would increase like- 
wise ; but it would have been difficult for a listener to 
have detected a murmur escaping her lips. Only once 
was something like a complaint heard, but it was soon 
hushed again. She would then lie for hours as tran- 
quil as an infant when at rest, and with a look of holy 
resignation on her features. Her patience arrested 
the attention, and often deeply affected those who 
came to behold her. Sometimes during the night, 
after one of those oft-recurring attacks of sickness, 
she would fall back upon her pillows quite exhausted, 
meekly observing — 

" I almost think it is over now." 
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The first time that it was considered necessary for 
some one to sit np and watch by her the whole of the 
night, her mother undertook that office; and while 
expressing to Harriet her fond hope that she wonld 
be able shortly to sleep, the invalid with momentary 
delight exclaimed — 

" Oh ! how nice it will be to have my dear little, 
mother so near to me for the whole night!" And 
then, turning a look of tenderness on Mrs. Cameron, 
she enquired, ** Will it tire you, my poor little Mother, 
if I lay my head on your shoulder while you sing, and 
try to hush me to sleep, as you used to do when I was 
a little child ? " And then in feeble tones she added, 
" How I wish you could nurse me again ; for oh ! I 
feel 80 weary ! " 

How touchingly appropriate are those sweet lines 
of Mrs. Hemans*, recalling to recollection the above- 
mentioned, and many other similar scenes : — 

*• Mother ! oh, sing me to rest I 
As in my bright days departed. 
Sing to thy child the sick-hearted. 

Songs for a spirit opprest. 

<*Lay this tried hea4 on thy breast ; 
Flowers from the night-dew are closing, — 
Pilgrims and mourners reposing, — • 

Mother ! oh, sing me to rest ! 

** Take back thy bird to its nest ; 
Weaiy is yoang life when blighted. 
Ah 1 heavy as love unrequited ; — 

Mother I oh, sing me to rest ! " 
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Sweet spirit ! thou art now gone to that rest which 
is prepared for the people of God, in a land where the 
inhabitants shall no more say, " I am sick." There, 
upon thy Saviour's bosom, all thy sufferings and thy 
sorrows are hushed for ever. 

On one occasion, her dear mother was reading to her 
some lines on the " Changed Cross,'* when, after silent- 
ly thinking for a few moments, Harriet observed — 

"I do not at all wish that my cross should be changed ; 
for I am quite persuaded that God knows what is the 
best cross for me. I would rather that He — who is my 
kind Father — should choose it ; for I know He has 
sent this sickness for some wise purpose, and for my 
good. I must regard it as His will to send it, for it is 
a cross I did not lay upon myself." 

As she said this, she glanced upward, to see if she 
should catch an approving smile. 

" And can you say, my darling, in the words of the 
patriarch Job, * Though He slay me, yet will I trust in 
Him ? ' " her mother asked ; to which, in tones of 
pleasing humility, she replied, " Yes, I hope I can." 

Perhaps in the majority of cases, the disease of con- 
sumption proves the most treacherous of any. Many 
are flattered, and buoyed up with hopes that none 
besides themselves expect to see realized. It was in 
order to ascertain what her own feelings were, and to 
see if she had any wish as to the result of her illness, 
that Mrs. Cameron one day put to Harriet the follow- 
ing question — 

" Would you prefer, my child, to live ; or, would you 
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choose to depart from the body, were the SaTioiir now 
to leave it to your own choice ? " 

She seemed reluctant to express any opinion on 
this point, and therefore she paused for some time. 
At last she made answer — 

" I would wish only for the will of my Heavenly 
Father to be done ! I can have no choice, and on^t 
not to have any; yet you know, Mamma, I never 
loved life, and if it were indeed His will, would prefer 
to die. At the same time, if I can glorify Him in my 
poor way, and it is His blessed will that I should live, 
I would try to wish to live ; for although I feel myself 
to be nothing, yet He is able to qualify me, and make 
me fit to understand and perform any work that He 
might give me to do for Him upon earth." 

" Have you, before this, felt any desires to serve your 
Saviour in any special manner ?" asked Mrs. Cameron, 
anxious if her daughter had any wishes to express, to 
learn from her own lips what they might be. 

"Oh, yes ; I have. Only a short time before I began 
to feel weak and ill, I had such an earnest desire that 
I might hereafter, in some distinct and special way, be 
employed in the service of God. I often long to do 
something for Jesus, who has done so much for me : 
but then, what can I do noWf for I am so weak and help- 
less ? Tell me, if you think that I can serve Him in 
any way ? Perhaps after all,'* she added, " it is harder 
to lie here, and submit to be useless." 

" But my dearest," was her mother's reply, " Jesus 
is doubtless satisfied with your desire to serve Him. 
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He needs not that any should tell Him what is the 
state of the heart; for He knows what is in man. He 
requires you now to honour Him by your patience, and 
by your submission to His holy will." 

"Well I do indeed, from the heart, desire to fulfil 
only His will : not my own. I hope I shall always be 
possessed of patience, too, and never yield to an in- 
clination to murmur." 

This was not uttered in a spirit of self-applause ; 
for any who knew Harriet could with propriety have 
said, that never had she on one occasion shewn an in- 
clination to murmur at the heavy load of discipline 
imder which Providence had caused her to pass. 

Thus ji^ould she converse on the subjects dearest to 
her heart, until prostration of body — not of mind — 
would give warning that she must desist. 

To her the Saviour had spoken in His holiness. 
And it was His loved voice she still continued to hear. 
The privileges of His house, and the worship of His 
courts, were to her soul a season of refreshing ; but 
these were now denied her, that she might learn to rise 
above the world, and place her affections on high. 
But still if shut out jfrom these, it was only in bodily 
presence, not in spirit. She could listen to the sound 
of Sabbath bells that called worshippers to the house 
of prayer ; sometimes thinking how happy they must 
be who might enjoy such opportunities, but still her 
fellowship with Jesus was not limited to time, or place, 
or circumstances — His blessed presence was always 
nigh. 
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Sweet affliction! can they say, to whom the Father's 
strokes are graciously sanctified. And as one in ancient 
times expressed it, — 

" blessed cross ! there is no wood like thine J " 

Header ! do you realize the truth, that chastisement, 
which seemeth not for the present to be joyous but 
grievous, is afterward in your own case, to yield the 
peaceable fruit of righteousness ? Can yon kiss the 
rod of your Heavenly Father ; clinging to it only the 
more closely, as you perceive how lovingly His hand 
uplifts it, and how gently He suffers it to fall ? " He 
keepeth all thy bones : not one of them is broken.'' 



CHAPTER IX. 
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" Fatheb, Lobo of heaven and baeth, Thou hast hid these 
things fbom the wise and pbudent, and hast beyealed them unto 

BASES : EYBN 80, FaTHEB, FOB 80 IT SEEMED GOOD IN ThY SIGHT. — 

Luke X. 21. 

" Some I may see 
More ripe for Heaven, and thus more fit to fto ; 
But, more they are Thine own, alas ! they grow 
More dear to me. 

" Fain would I sue 
The whole to keep, "but know 'twere vain request 
Choose, Lord» Thyself, the offering; what is best :— 
Most is Thy due." 




I VERY small feather thrown up into the air, 
and borne upon the current of the atmosphere, 
is sufficient to detect the quarter from whence 
the wind is blowing. It is so with human character. 
An inconsiderable thing becomes a test; and an event, 
small in itself, or a word uttered in an unguarded mo- 
ment, may become the touchstone on which we try an 
individual's disposition, or the quality of his mind. , 

There are a few circumstances — and but a few — 
for which we shall offer no apology for presenting to 
the reader's notice ; because, fidelity on our part is re' 
quired in this, as in all we have narrated thus far. 

One morning, dear Harriet was enduring much 
physical suffering, and while it was observed that she 
was slightly moaning under it, she was also heard to 
say, as if surprised at herself — 

" I hope that I have not been impatient ; but it 
soothed me to moan a little just now ; yet I did not 
mean to complain." 

Mrs. Cameron had just approached her side, and 
caught the observation, and could not withhold her 
remark, to this effect — 

"What, youy my precious child? You complain, 
who are patience itself? " 

Suddenly she interrupted her mother, saying — 
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" Do not praise me — I do so dread praise. Ever 
siiico I can romomber, I have been taught to pray, and 
I have prayed that I might be meek and lowlj like 
JoHUH. Pride is so hateful in the sight of God, and it is 
a Hin so subtle, as to require* our constant vigilance on 
every occasion. And even then, when we think that it 
has been well watched against, and perhaps subdued 
in one quarter we find that it has only moved off to 
another qtiartcr, so that it is impossible to track its 
secret lurking places.*' 

In uttering these sentiments she was most sincere ; 
for Iicr oxporionco, if not great, was enough to help 
her to arrive at Uiose conclusions. It would appear 
tliat at times her teachers, actuated by kindness, no 
doubt, would praise her ; and remark that she was the 
best girl in the school, and so forth. And sometimes 
licr schoolfellows would observe, that " It| was of no 
manner of use for them to attempt to obtain the prize 
wliile Harriet was in Uie school I " 

The only prize bestowed was for good marks ; and 
upon both occasions it had been awarded to Harriet, 
for never once having had a had mark ! Such praise 
as this, however, although bestowed only when richly 
deserved, had always grieved her mind. 

We are informed that during one holiday afternoon, 
in the midst of a conversation with the English teacher, 
the subject of pride was mentioned; when a young lady, 

Miss W , remarked — 

'^ Well, I am sure that Harriel^Cameron has not one 
spark of pride in her'* 
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"Indeed," Harriet made answer — "Yes, indeed I 
have ; you do not know me." 

To which, the teacher immediately added — 

" Yes ; dear Harriet too has pride ; and she has too 
much pride ever to bring up a bad lesson ! " 

If we have formed a right estimate of Miss Cam-* 
eron's character, we are led to think that she herself 
was well aware that it was pride which made her so 
peculilarly susceptible as to blame ; averse as she was, 
as we have seen, to praise. 

Upon one occasion she suffered most acutely, he- 
cause she understood that a wicked and designing 
person had, by insinuation, accused her of telling 
falsehoods, and of grossly deceiving her parent. 

Little did she know, dear child, or she need not 
have grieved about it so much, that baseness itself 
could not have attempted such an accusation, with im- 
punity, against one so guileless and void of offence 
as she was. She, who sought, with a single eye, always 
to live and act, as in the immediate presence of a holy 
and heart-searching God. 

iThat she had, on all occasions, a solemn sense of 
the awful majesty and holiness of Jehovah, we can 
easily believe, when we read the following : notwith- 
standing, at other time's, she would seem lost in the 
adoring contemplation of His love, and matchless 
grace, as manifested to us in Christ Jesus. It was 
while speaking of striving to serve God, and conse- 
crating ourselves to labour for Him, that she devoutly 
said— 
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" Ah I some think it a great honor to serve an earthly 
monarch ; a mere man like themselves, and only dust 
and ashes ; yet they forget, or despise, the sublime 
honour of being a co-worker with the eternal God — 
tlie King of kings — the Creator of all worlds — ^the 
Lord of angels ! who, when they serve Him, veil their 
faces with their wings I " 

When she had occasion to refer to it, she appeared 
distressed at the thought of the insensibility of those 
who cast away all their opportunities of doing good 
in the world around them. Clearly connecting to- 
getlier, in her own mind, the idea of idleness and 
wickedness, she would observe — 

** There would be fewer idle novel-readers in the 
world, if they would only arouse themselves, and re- 
flect upon the all-important words of Jesus, "The 
harvest truly is plenteous, but the labourers are few !" 

Finding her so open to converse upon this topic, 
Mrs. Cameron took theo pportunity of mentioning 
that she had, in her heart, dedicated her to the Lord's 
service, from her very birth. 

" From the uncommon interest I have for a long 
time taken in the salvation of God's ancient people — 
a nation to whom our blessed Eedeemer belonged — a 
nation to whom we lie under deep obligations, and to 
whom are made such glorious promises, yet remaining 
to be fulfilled ; it has long been my desire to render 
some sort of assistance, however humble it might be, 
towards setting before them the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
Therefore, some time ago, I made a proposal for you 
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to occnpy some minor post, in any mission connected 
with The Society for the Conversion of the Jews to 
Christianity : believing that possibly, in a school, your 
services might be available ; and thinking it probable 
that there might be some opening for you of this 
nature, by the time you left school at midsummer." 

When Harriet heard this, her countenance beamed 
with the liveliest satisfaction, and turning to her 
mother she said, after a short pause — 

^' Teaching is much more agreeable to my taste than 
I ever expected it would be. When one of the young 
ladies at F— wished me to teach her a little Ger- 
man, I found it a very agreeable task, I assure you ; 
but what surprised me in no small degree was to find 
that a pupil who had been with me at the same school 
abroad, and was there always below me in the French 
classes, became for a time the French teacher in the 
school I have left. And I had been reasoning with 
myself, whether I might not be able to do the same. 

You remember. Miss O began teaching me Latin, 

because that, as she said, she could take me no further 
in English." 

There was no spirit of boasting in Harriet's making 
such references to her varied attainments ; but simply, 
as encouraging herself in the hope of future usefulness, 
she wished to exhibit her own agreement with the 
views Mrs. Cameron had expressed. Moreover, her 
parent thought it right to strengthen her in this con- 
fidence ; because it would be of service to her in the 
future, to possess some measure of self-reliance ; there- 
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fore, rather pleased that Harriet had at once caught 
her meaning, she added — 

"And you are, I think, already acquainted with 
German, sufficient to understand the sense of every 
word of Schiller's works ? I am told, too, by those 
who know, that you speak the language grammati- 
cally ; hence, I should consider you are quite as com- 
petent as many others are, who undertake to impart 
instruction." 

" Oh ! dear Mamma, do not say so : for I am so 
afraid of thinking too well of myself. We cannot err 
in haying an ill opinion of ourselves, and being at 
the same time dissatisfied with our present low 
attainments." 

" And do you think that that is the best incentive 
to renewed diligence ?" 

" I do. Mamma." 

Much might be gathered from her conversation at 
different times, enough to furnish us with sufficient 
grounds on which to form a correct judgment. We 
have already referred to the charm she possessed of 
genuine humility, which might be observed by all; 

and which, by a very intimate friend, Miss D , was 

recently contrasted thus : — 

" I often think of dear Harriet as beitig so unlike 
any one else I ever saw, because of that, peculiar 
charm ; and yet I scarcely think that this was the 
only peculiar grace that made her so l^differejxt from 
all others.** 

This testimony is important on the grounds that 
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the peculiarity of her natural temperament, which fos- 
tered so much her depression and despondency, had 
very little to do with the hindering the growth of vital 
•religion in her soul. If the happiness she felt in true 
piety was not so observable by many persons, it was 
not the less there. And as we have to go down into 
the lowly vale to search for the fragrant violets, hid- 
den in the green grass, so it was necessary, in order 
to know her state of mind and feeling, to converse with 
her often upon thoughts of heaven and eternity — the 
subjects which she most loved to talk about. Then it 
was that her secret pleasures, arising from her close 
walk with God, would be sure to discover thei^selves. 

** There was a ship, it rode the waters stately ; 

Upon her topmasts tall 
I saw two sails, whereon the one was greatly 

Dark, as a funeral pall. 
Bat oh I the next's pure whiteness who shaU utter ? 

like a shell-snowy strand, 
Or, when a sunbeam falleth through the shutter 

On a dead baby's hand ; 
But both alike across the surging sea 
Help'd to the haven where the bark would be 

" Just so a soul went onward, sweetly speeding 

Unto its home of light ; 
Repentance made it sorrowful exceeding, 

Faith made it wondrous bright ; 

Repentance, dark with shadowy recollections 
And longings unsufficed, 

Faith » white and pure, with sunniest affections 

Full from the face of Christ : 
But both across the sun-besilver'd tide, 
Help'd to the haven where the heart would ride." 
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The seriousness and thoughtfolness of Miss Gamer- 
on*s character was remarkable in one so joong, and 
commanded esteem with affection from not a few. 
She pondered much the stem responsibilities of life, 
although not many of these fell to her share. It was 
noticed that she much disHked any flippancy in con- 
versation ; especially when displayed in speaking of 
any religious subject : this deeply wounded her. 

As an instance of her high and unworldly principle 
we may make reference to an afternoon's walk in a con- 
tinental town, in company with her mother. They 
had just turned the corner of an almost derserted 
street^ when, without stopping, she remarked in her 
quiet manner — 

" I wonder. Mamma, who has lost that : — how sorry 
they will be.** 

Upon Mrs. Cameron enquiring what it was she 
alluded to, she said — 

^* Some one has dropped what looks like a small gold 
pencil-case." 

" Where ? " asked her mamma. 

" Oh ! some distance back there ; I just saw it as I 
passed ; but never mind about it." 

Mrs. Cameron observed that it might be best to 
advertise it ; other persons might not think it a duty to 
do so ; Harriet was therefore induced to return and 
pick it up. As they were just on the point of entering 
a public institution, the article was not particularly 
examined at that time. It was advertised however, 
and as no one came forward to claim it, Harriet pro- 
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posed not to keep if, but throw it again into the street, 
hoping that thereby some one could find it, to whom 
it might prove of some benefit ! So anxious was she 
not to retain an article to which she could lay no claim. 
Of course the suggestion was not followed; so time 
passed away, until the circumstance was forgotten. 
And since her death, upon examining the pen9il case, 
it only proves to be a gold- washed, valueless article. 
But the act, notwithstanding, serves to illustrate this 
feature in her character. 

It has often been observed, that there frequently 
exists a similarity between purity of mind, and purity 
of habits. " Cleanliness is next to godliness." Har- 
riet shewed extreme fastidiousness on points of this 
nature. Her mother speaking on this subject saysj — 

" She could not endure contact with defilement, or un- 
cleanliness ; in fact, I should hesitate to describe how utterly 
abhorrent all pollution was to her sensitive nature ; caus- 
ing her frequently much unhappiness. Sometimes during 
our walks, I would inadvertently stop at a shop-window, 
and feel surprised^when she all at once would quietly pull 
me away. 

' " Mamma ! how could you stand so near to a child — or 
children — who may not be clean ? " * 

" This sort of feeling has often grieved her at the time ; 
and more so, afterwards perhaps ; causing her to observe, 
with emotion — 

" * Much as I should desire to visit the very poor, I am 
afraid that I could never resolve to do so, and especially in 
London.*:" 
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'* Dear soul ! I trust that she is now walking in whke, 
together with many of Christ's poor ; who are now as rich 
in glory, as they once were in grace ; and are each arrayed 
in His glorious robes, without spot or wrinkle in His king- 
dom, where nothing shall ever enter that deJUethJ' 

It might appear singular to some persons, that such 
a scrupulous delicacy of habit should be at all times, 
and under every circumstance, unaccompanied with 
self-love. But so it was. No one has said, that by 
the closest observation, they ever could detect in her 
a spark of vanity ! Even when a little child, and when 
she has spoken respecting her dress, she would always 
say — 

^' Clothe me in such a manner that I may not attract 
notice or comment in any way." 

Neatness in apparel she regarded as indispensable 
to good taste, and she wished her clothing to be good 
enough not to attract attention; but ornaments she 
repudiated, as being one of the things likely to foster 
vain thoughts. Even on one occasion, when going to 
sit for her likeness, it was with the greatest reluctance 
she complied with a request to wear a simple brooch. 
Her*s was the inward adornment of the mind. " Turn 
away mine eyes from beholding vanity ; and quicken 
Thou me in Thy way." 

To our dear young friends, whose eyes may rest on 
these pages, we would seize the opportunity of saying 
a few words. We trust that many of them, like her. 
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set a very high estimate on character. Solomon says, 
"A good name is better than precious ointment." 
Hence, you cannot have too elevated a standard, or fis 
your aim too loftily, for the attainment of a good cha- 
racter. 

Did you ever make a calculation of what furnishes 
a true test or index of character ? If [you want to see 
a broad and beautiful landscape, you will probably 
have to throw up the window, and place yourself in 
such a position as to command an expanded view. 
Possibly you may seek the aid of a telescope, and for 
some length of time feel delighted with gazing around 
you. But after all you will say. It is very beautiful, 
doubtless, but I can know but little about it without a 
nearer inspection. Now if it be not a landscape, but 
only a beam of heaven's own daylight, you wish to see, 
the smallest hole in the window shutter will shew you 
that ! You will there have the pencil of rays, and with 
a very little aid of a prism, you may analyse the whole, 
and nothing will appear more lovely, and a closer view 
you will not seek to obtain. It is just so with the 
little things that go to make up an index to character. 

We are far &om supposing that there are not other 
teats, which when applied, will quite as soon shew us 
what an individual's character may be. For example, 
the author of the " Sublime and Beautiful," says " It 
is in the relaxation of security ; it is in the expansion 
of prosperity ; it is in the hour of dilation of the heart, 
and of its softening into festivity and pleasure, that the 
real character of men is discerned. If there is any 
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"Yes, it does — ^that only. But do you not think 
that it was blotted out, jdth all my other unknown 
transgressions and infirmities, as soon as I became a 
belierer in the blood of Christ's ri^teousness ? " 

She was answered in the affirmative, and her mind 
returned to its wonted state of tranquillity. 

Here we have the dear manifestation of a tender 
conscience in vigorous exercise. The outward and 
public character of an individual may be like the glit- 
tering tinsel, which is intended to adorn a court cosr 
tume ; but the private character — ^the inner li£e — ^resem- 
bles that virgin gold-dust, which is picked up grain 
after grain, and which when gotten is found to be of 
intrinsic value. 

It might appear a small thing in the eyes of many, 
for a child to relinquish childish comforts, for the sake 
of others, whose state of poverty it could hardly be be- 
lieved she folly understood ; but Harriet would often 
prove her self-denying generosity and sympathy in this 
way. In taking a walk, her mother would sometimes 
give her a small amount of money, saying, she might 
spend it upon fruit or anything else she liked : at the 
same time pointing out to her some poor object, and 
asking whether she would rather bestow it upon them, 
to buy bread, or spend it upon some delicacy for her- 
self ? Not a moment wQuld she hesitate in her choice^ 
but would gladly run and give it, and look up at the 
same time with a tsLce radiant with gladness, as if she 
felt the force of the divine precept — "It is more blessed 
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to give than to receive." Here was a little thing ; but it 
was like the smallest flower falling upon the bosom of 
the mighty river; it indicated in a moment the course 
of the current. 

Lavater has wisely said, "Actions, looks, words, 
steps, form the alphabet by which you may spell cha- 
racters : some are mere letters, some contain entire 
words, lines, whole pages, which at once decipher the 
life of a inan." 

It is well known to all of us, how easy it is to bend 
the mind in infancy. It is capable of certain impres- 
sions, which if we fail to give it then, its growth will 
become distorted, after the type of the idle and the 
vicious. Thenceforward what might have been bent 
or moulded with ease, becomes stiflF, unmanageable, and 
unimpressible. And what — apart from our natural 
propensities to evil — would have proved plastic in our 
hands at first, in a few years becomes so hardened and 
solid, that to try to bend or to transform it any way, 
is a task too hard for any save the Divine hand. 

We have endeavoured to present here a few of the 
leading features of Harriet's mind, hoping the reader 
will therein trace a likeness to Him who was " meek 
and lowly of heart," with the thorough conviction, that 
whatever were her natural or her peculiar characteris- 
tics she owed all she enjoyed as a Christian, or what- 
ever things are of honest, pure, lovely, or of good re- 
port, to the teachings of religion, and to the doctrines 
of truth. Like one of old, who sat at Jesus' feet, she 
had chosen that good part, which was not to be taken 
away from her. 

L 
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** The lowly spirit God hath oonseorated 

As Uia abiding rest ; 
And angels have bj patriarchs' tents awaited, 

When kings had no such guest I 

'* Through the strait gate of life she passes stooping, 

With sandals on her feet, 
And pure-eyed graces, with link'd palms come trooping, 

Their sister fair to greet. 

*' The angels bend their eyes upon her goings, 

And guard her fi-om annoy ; 
Heaven fills her quiet heart with overflowings. 

Of calm celestial joy. 

*' The Saviour loves her, for she bears the vesture 

With which He walked on earth ; 
And through her childish glance, and step, and gesture, 

He knows her heavenly birth." 



CHAPTER X. 



Pontes 0f toitg. 



"Ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is 

TOUR LIFE? It is EVEN A VAPOUR, THAT APPEARETH FOR A LITTLE 
TIME, AND THEN VANISHETH AWAY." — JaiUeS iv. 14. 

" Only waiting till the shadows 

Are a libtle longer grown; 
Only waiting till the glimmer 

Of the day's last beami is flown— 
Tben from out the gathering darkness. 

Holy deathless stars shall rise, 
By whose light my soul shall gladly 

Tread its pathway to the skies." 



I HRTSTIAN love is taught but in one school, the 
school of adversity, affliction, or bereavement* 
It matters not which of these names it beats ; 
it is Christ's school still. " We must through much 
tribtdation enter into the kingdom of God." 

But yet how hardly are we persuaded that this is 
true. We lay awhile under the " discipline," as a woe 
unutterable ; we deem our Father's hand — always the 
hand of love— as a burden too great to be borne ; and 
we murmur, just as if He did not know our frame, and 
remember that we are but dust. Sad perverseness of 
the natural heart! No wonder that Jehovah sees that 
nothing short of chastisement will suffice. 

And why is it that we will not learn the lesson ? Let 
two reasons supply the answer. " Because the carnal 
mind is enmity against God, for it is not subject to 
the law of God, neither indeed can be." And the 
second reason is, that our will is at all times, and alto- 
gether opposed to the will of God ; our ways are not 
His ways, neither are our thoughts His thoughts. Had 
we " known and believed the love that Ood hath to us,'' 
through Jesus Christ,^and that all His dealings are in- 
tended to lead us to the more perfect knowledge of 
that love, we should never have been found such stub- 
bom and dull disciples as we are, nor have needed the 
chastisement of His rod so frequently. It is, however, 
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a sure sign we are blessed by His visitations, whatever 
they are, when we esteem all that He doeth, as done 
in affection towards us. 

It is a pleasing part of our task to describe now, 
how our dear young friend, of whom we are writing, 
camerto a knowledge of her Heavenly Father's dealings, 
as all intended in love towards her. At the same time 
we are unable to give in ample detail the method by 
which His lovingkindness to her became known. 

One day, as Mrs. Cameron was conversing with her 
respecting the manner in which she had obtained such 
hallowed peace with God, she gave expression to her 
thoughts thus — 

** I do feel such an intense and solemn awe at the 
thought of meeting Christ, that I cannot find words to 
express it. With such a sense of His majestic and 
infinite glory, how shall I endure to approach Him ? 
My consciousness too of the spotless holiness of God 
is such that I feel I am vile— utterly vile — in His 
sight I I know our best actions are filthy and polluted, 
unless washed and cleansed in the blood of Jesus; but 
this is what I cannot understand, how merely moral 
persons can suppose their actions are acceptable — 
much less pure — in the searching eyes of a Being of 
such perfect holiness. 

'' I am equally at a loss to know where they fijid a 
warrant for their faith, who believe that because Jeho- 
vah is a merciful God, therefore they can be accepted 
out of Christ. Surely this is setting aside all Hi$ 



MONTHS OF VANITY. 161 

righteousness ? Certain I am, that until we reach 
heaven itself, we can never for a moment understand 
how much we owe to Jesus our Redeemer." 

She would often express her growing conviction 
that she had been converted when quite a child, and 
that then the day of grace hath dawned upon her, 
although she knew it not. So frequently too had the 
clouds of darkness intercepted her comforts, flowing 
from the knowledge of God and of His truth, that a 
pleasing sense of His goodness was not realized, as 
might have been desired. It was not difficult to trace 
all this to the enemy of souls, who, if he cannot destroy 
us, will destroy our hopes, consolations, and evidences 
where he can. That she sometimes felt what those 
obstacles were, which Satan throws in the paths of 
the young, to cause their religious indecision, may be 
gathered from the following remark : — 

" I think the young are often tempted to delay the 
acceptance of salvation for themselves, by the wicked 
one, until they have enjoyed, as they think, the so- 
called pleasures of the world for a season, and thus he 
entices them on until when they are a little older, he 
tempts them to despair, by representing that it is 
then too late.** 

It was at the same time she made reference to one 
of her school-fellows, whom she feared would be hin- 
dered in the divine life, for on various occasions she 
had shewn much concern for the spiritual welfare of 
several of them. Some allusion was then made to one 
in whom it was well known she had felt interested, and 
who was much attached to her. 
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" Ah ! indeed,'* she replied, " I had a hope that she 
was pioas, until a few days before she quitted the 
school, when it was very evident that she had never 
pursued her studies, or fulfilled her duties, as in the 
sight of God, but only to obtain human approbation. 
When she knew that she was going home, and felt inde- 
pendent of the blame or the approval of the teachers, 
she neglected everything. Therefore I can no longer 
express the same esteem for her friendship as I did 
formerly. However, as she is still remarkably fond 
of reading the Scriptures, I am not without hope that 
they may be useful as the means of shewing her her 
sinfulness." 

Well had she learnt the value of the sacred page as 
an aid to her own mind in seeking the God of her sal- 
vation. Nor had it merely led her to a Saviour, and to 
obtain, by faith in Him, peace through His justifying 
righteousness ; the Word of God had held up to her 
view, as in a mirror, her condition as a guilty sinner 
before God. 

" How much I wish," was her expression, " that I 
could see more of my own sinfulness. Ah ! you do 
not know, but this is that which so often troubles me. 
I am not able to understand how such a saint as the 
Apostle Paul could call himself the 'chief of sinners ;* 
and I cannot think of myself as the chief of sinners. 
Oh ! how I wish that God would shew me more of my 
sins." 

Her mother represented to her that it was possible 
that God, who had given her a tender conscience, had 
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also, in His infinite compassion, and for His own 
glory, afforded her His restraining and upholding 
grace, so as to prevent her from falling into many 
actual sins. At this remark, she became silent. But 
on being asked — 

" Are you not, at the same time, quite conscious, 
on comparing the Scriptures with your soul's expe- 
rience, of the actual sinfulness and depravity of your 
nature ? " 

'" Yes," she answered, " indeed I am. Often, too, 
I am troubled with such wicked thoughts, but I strive 
against them, and I pray that they may not be laid 
to my charge." 

One of those sweet hymns of Dr. Bonar's is highly 
expressive of her thoughts and feelings, just at that 
time, and is nearly in her own language. 

** I thoaght upon my sins, and J was sad, 

My soul was troubled sore, and fill'd with pain ; 

But then I thought on Jesus, and was glad. 
My heayy grief was turned to joy again. 

** I sftw my sad estate, condemned to die ; 

Then terror seized my heart, and dark despair ; 
But when to Calvary I turned my eye, 

I saw the cross, and read forgiveness there. 

** I saw that I was lost, far gone astray. 
No hope of safe return there seemed to be ; 

But then I heard that Jesus was the way, 
A new, and living way, prepared /or me ! 

" Then in that way, so free, so safe, so sure. 
Sprinkled all o'er with reconciling blood, 

V\rill I abide and never wander more, 
Walking along in fellowship with God." 
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The midsummer of 1860 was now fast approaching. 
Harriet had been carefully conveyed to a temporary 
resting-place, as it was then supposed to be. Mrs. 
Cameron having business in that place, had reached 
there in April, but not with the view of remaining ; 
however, Harriet's sickness, and other matters, caused 
the stay to be prolonged from day to day ; and her 
increasing illness* began so rapidly to shew itself, that 
it seemed wrong to attempt to remove her. Indeed, 
the medical advice was wholly against taking such a 
step. 

Nature had now adorned her groves and fields with 
some of her loveliest hues ; and the time when youth 
is joyful, and all creation seems glad, had come. 
Neither Harriet nor her mother had at first anything 
more than the most vague idea of the alarming nature 
of her illness ; so that, at every fresh stage of the 
disease, new revelations were made of her Heavenly 
Father's dealings towards her; amd "months of vanity 
and wearisome nights" were appointed to her. 

What does the world know of llhese things, save the 
mere name of them ? Nay, what does the Christian 
know of them, until the purposes for which they have 
been sent are made to appear ? Is not affliction a dark 
curtain, behind whose folds there is the invisible Hand 
concerning which we are evermore saying, in a half- 
breathed murmur, " What doeth it ?" Sometimes in 
the bitter unrest of the night complaining, " I am 
weary with my groaning; all the night make I my 
bed to swim ; I water my coiich with my tears ! " Or 
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if the long night-watches are past, in the morning say- 
ing, " Would God it were even !" and in the evening 
saying, " Would God it were morning !*' 

** The sick soul lieth weary 

In the world's soft unrest, 
With cloads of oare and sorrow, 

And weight of sins opprest. 

** Oat of the night she orieth, 

Out of the narrow room, 
Saviour, gentle Saviour, 

Wilt Thou not pierce the gloom ? 

** Break on this night of longing. 

Where hand in hand we grope. 
Through wastes of vain endeavour, 

'Neath stars of fruitless hope. 

" Out of the gloom we call Thee, 

Out of our helpless night ; 
Sun of the world, sweet Saviour ! 

Shew us Thy perfect light I" 

At the commencement of Harriet's sickness she 
would frequently express her regret that she was 
deprived of the opportunities of spending her Sab- 
baths as she wished, by attending the public means of 
grace ; and she would sometimes say — 

*' I feel my soul languishes without nourishment ; 
would that I could feel more spiritually-minded ; but 
the soul requires suitable food as well as the body." 

And then, turning to her mother, she would add — 

" I have not strength sufficient to bear conversation 
with a minister, or to listen for any length of time to 
reading that requires thought; yet I ought to be, and 
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am, very thankful that I am with you^ and can express 
all my thoughts without reserve ; — you generally know 
how to solace me. If I were, however, to look to or 
depend upon my feelings now, I should soon despair, 
for all is weak within, while my body is so weak. 
Feelingg and frames may deceive us too, and are so 
liable to vary ; but I can rest upon the promises of 
God as sure and stedfast ; I know that nothing can 
alter those." 

This season was much relieved, certainly, of the har- 
assing doubts and fears which had formerly oppressed 
her; but not altogether free from the "heaviness, 
through manifold temptations," which nearly all the 
suffering people of God are called upon to pass through ; 
for God has so wisely ordered it, that no member of 
His family is altogether, able to say I am exempt. 

How true it is, as we have already said, that the 
world knows little or nothing of the believer's sorrow ; 
but then, they know quite as little of the believer's joy. 
With these griefs a stranger is not to intermeddle. 
And it may be said also of these pleasures, they are 
wholly secret and incommunicable joys. 

Dear Harriet often spoke of looking away from the 
scenes which were rapidly passing around her, and 
fixing her eye of faith constantly, and only, upon Jesus. 
And it is an abundant consolation now to recall to 
mind, how entirely, and how serenely, she reposed 
upon the Bock of Ages ; arid from thence realized 
the faithful performance of all the blessed promises : 
'' Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is 
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Stayed on Thee, because he trusteth in Thee." "The 
beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety by Him, and 
the Lord shall cover him all the day long." 

During the progress of Harriet's illness she had the 
loved society and succour of her mother ; but, excepting 
the visits of a few, she was deprived of much social in- 
tercourse beyond that. This was in some measure 
owing to the trying nature of her complaint, and also 
because of distance from valued friends. Mrs. Cameron 
had been introduced, casually, to a clergyman in the dis- 
trict where they resided ; and he had, in the kindest man- 
ner, offered to visit the dear invalid. Finding that his 
friendly and affable manners were agreeable to Harriet, 
and that she did not seem to be so much agitated in 
his presence, Mrs. Cameron felt glad that he came ; 
and during a few visits he had the opportunity of con- 
versing with her. At the same time, as her spiritual 
feelings were usually concealed from strangers, he did 
not, probably, obtain more than a passing glimpse of 
" the life" concealed within her own heart. Notwith- 
standing this, it is hoped his visits and ministrations 
were not without a sanctified result ; although, up to a 
given period, Harriet had not shewn that she viewed 
the state of her health as hopeless. 

A Christian friend, who resided at a distance, by 
whom Harriet had been for some time tenderly beloved, 
strongly advised Mrs. Cameron to speak to her daugh- 
ter respecting the real state of her health ; for it was 
thought if this could be done cautiously, the effect 
might be a more blessed realization of the presence of 
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her Saviour, which would afford her the consolation of 
a nearer view of heaven ; for rest in which, it was then 
believed, her weary spirit often panted. 

Accordingly, her mother endeavoured to point out 
to her that siich was the nature of the disorder, that 
it might in a brief space of time terminate fatally. At 
first Harriet seemed averse to taking this view of the 
case. Persons afficted with consumption are com- 
monly led into mistakes of this sort ; and it need not 
be expected that this case proved an exception to the 
rule. 

However, in straits of this kind it is a great mercy 
that we have access to the Throne of Grace ; and there 
accordingly Mrs. Cameron made her requests known. 
Upon that very night, too, Harriet for the first time 
expectorated blood. Fearful of alarming her, this, to- 
gether with the phlegm that accompanied it, was care- 
fully concealed from her observation. But the following 
morning a greater quantity was rejected, which became 
too visible for concealment. 

When Harriet saw it she looked very serious, but 
remained perfectly silent for about an hour. At the 
end of that time she called her mother to her side, and 
said, in soft tones — 

"Mamma, dear, now I know that I shall die. I 
hope it has not been wrong in me, but up to this time 
I have been entertaining the fond expectation that I 
should recover. I believe now that I am in a con- 
sumption." 

She was assured that it was all in the hands of a 
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gracious God, and that therefore none could be posi- 
tive what the issue might be ; physicians themselves, 
too, were sometimes mistaken. Her answer was — 

'*Do not think to comfort me by speaking thus. 
Do not for a moment suppose that I have the slightest 
fear of death." 

She was a little fluttered when she said this ; but in 
an instant she became calm again, and proceeded, lay- 
ing a gentle emphasis on some of her words — 

'* Something seemed always to tell me that I should 
die young. And I am so accustomed to think about 
death, that the idea of dying is nothing new. Since I 
have known too that I belong to Christ, I can lie 
down at night, and not fear anything that may happen, 
or death in any shape whatever." 

" Fightings without, and fears within." Such were 
the experiences of the early Christians, and such are 
the companions of all who follow Christ now ; and yet, 
how many there are who, through mercy, can add, like 
the Apostle, " We are troubled on every side, yet not 
distressed ; we are perplexed, but not in despair ; per- 
secuted, but not forsaken; cast down, but not destroyed ; 
always bearing about in the body the dying of the 
Lord Jesus, that the life also of Jesus might be made 
manifest in our body." 

It was Harriet's great consolation, during the latter 
part of her illness, to have the loved companionship of 
her dear cousin Annie, who was herself a decided young 
Christian ; and to her she became very warmly attached. 
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It is not much that we contribute to comfort the dis- 
tressed, when we sometimes spare a few hours to 
watch by the couch of pain; but even that little is like 
a cup of cold water given to a disciple in the name of 
Christ, and shall in no wise lose its reward. When- 
ever Annie came into the room, Harriet would put 
her thin hand into her cousin's, and bestow such a 
look of heartfelt gratitude, as suflSciently indicated 
what was the language of her heart. 

*• How sweet with thee to lift the latch, 
Where faith has kept her midnight watch 
Smiling on woe : with thee to kneel, 
W\)ere fixed — as if one prayer could heal — 
She listens, till her pale eyes glow 
With joy, wild health can never know, 
And each calm feature, ere we kneel. 
Speaks silently the spirit's seal. 
• • • • « . • 

** Once more I came : the silent room 
Was veiled in sadly soothing gloom, 
And ready for her last abode 
The pale form like a lily shew'd ; 
The light from those soft smiling eyes 
Had fleeted to its parent skies ; 
• • * She to Christ's embrace; 
We to the lonesome world again." 

A circumstance occurred a few days after Harriet 
became entirely confined to her bed, which it may be 
proper in this place to relate. It happened about the 
middle of June, and a month previous to her decease ; 
and as a trial of faith it was well calculated to test her 
confidence in the Bedeemer's power and willingness 

4.^ -qye. 
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The only child in the house had, without the know- 
ledge of his parents, gone up into an attic which was 
immediately over the room poor Harriet occupied, and 
finding some lucifer matches, had busied himself with 
igniting them upon the clasps of a leathern trunk. 

Upon this trunk had been placed a pile of clean 
linen, some of which it seems took fire; when the 
frightened child, hoping thus to smother the flames, 
heaped the remainder of the linen on the blazing por- 
tion, and closing the door behind him, left the room, 
and escaped down stairs. It was providential that a 
person who lived in a cottage at the rear of the pre- 
mises, perceived some thick smoke issuing from the 
skylight above the room : she immediately rushed into 
the house and up the stairs, giving a pretty loud alarm 
oifire! 

Mrs. Cameron, as quickly as was possible, close(^ 
the door of the apartment where her daughter lay, and 
ascended to the place of fire, and saw enough to satisfy 
her that the room was filled with dense smoke. Full 
of anxiety herself, she hastened down again, prepared 
to warn Harriet that it might be necessary to remove 
her; but in the meantime endeavoured to draw off her 
attention from the commotion that was going on upon 
the stairs. When she noticed Harriet's unperturbed 
manner, and the calmness of her features, Mrs. Cam- 
eron at first began to think that she knew nothing 
about the accident ; but fearing to delay her commu- 
nication, she bent over her daughter, and began to 
explain that a fire having broken out in the upper 
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room, and that as there was only a thin wooden parti- 
tion on each side of the stairs, it might soon be com- 
municated to their apartments; in which case she 
must be removed. Looking at her mother, with the 
greatest tranquillity she said — 

''Do not be agitated, dear Mamma, upon my account. 
I have heard all about it ; and if I cannot be removed, 
I have no fear of meeting death in any way that God 
may see best. Besides, I feel assured that the fire 
will soon be extinguished.'' 

And so in a short space of time it mercifully proved, 
even as she had hoped. Her faith was in her Heavenly 
Father; her whole trust was placed upon the everlast- 
ing promises of Jehovah. And, as our narrative will 
shew, that faith, both before and after this occurrence, 
was most severely tested, but proved victorious. 

How beautiful a trait is resignation ! Bishop Hall 
quaintly remarks, "For everybody bad, there might 
be a worse ; and when a man breaks his leg, let him 
be thankful that it was not his neck." When Fene- 
lon*s library was on fire, " God be praised," he exclaimed, 
" that it is not the dwelling of some poor man." 

This is the true spirit of submission — one of the 
most beautiful traits that can possess the human heart.*^ 
" Be still, and know that I am God." 

"Heart,be8tiUI 
In the darkness of thy woe 
Bow thou silently and low; 
Comes to thee whate'er God will, — 

BethoastiUl 
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"Be thou still! 
Vainly all thy words are spoken 
Till the word of God hath broken 
Life's dark mysteries — good or ill — 

Be thou still 1 

<* Best thou still 1 
'Tis thy Father's work of grace,— 
Wait thou yet before His face ; 
He thy sore deliverance will — 

Keep thou still t 

"Shepherd King I 
From Thy fulness grant to me 
StiU, yet fearless, faith in Thee, 
Till from night the day shall spring,— 

Shepherd King ! " 



CHAPTEB XL 



** To APPOINT UNTO THEM THAT MOUBN IN ZiON, TO OIVB UNTO THKM 
BEAUTY VOB ASHES, THE OIL OF JOY FOB MOUBNINO, THE aABMENT OF 
PRAISE FOB THE BPIBTT OF HEAVINESS." — ^Isa. Ixi. 3. 

« My portion and Thy providenoe 
Kun parallel I knew; 
And from that souroe alone from, whence 
Flow oomforts, soxxows flow. 

" To Thee, repentant, I resign 
My rebel will, content 
To suffer for Thee, and aa Thine, 
Whatever lot be sent. 

" Yet help me, Lord, in Thine own strength, 

This purpose to fulfil; 
And onward lead, till I at length 
8 band perfect in Thy will." 

Bbaithwaitx. 




I FFLICTION produces in the human heart vari- 
ous results. It has been said, and with truth 
perhaps, that sometimes it has a tendency to 
harden the heart, and incline it to selfishness, and at 
other times, doubtless, it so far softens the heart as to 
cause it to feel for another's woes, and display that 
sympathy to which those who have had no trials to 
pass through, are utter strangers. Matthew Henry 
says, " Sanctified afflictions are spiritual promotions." 
And it is certainly true that all who have made great 
or rapid progress in the divine life have been called to 
pass through great " floods of affliction." 

When we understand the matter aright, we have 
reason to believe that the hopes which spring in the 
Christian's soul in the dark day of his grief and misery, 
form the golden link between his present state and 
the joys which God has laid up for them who love 
Him. To such an one the darkest cloud has a " silver 
lining." " Weeping may endure for a night, but joy 
Cometh in the morning." 

" I have chosen thee in the furnace of affliction," 
is God's language to the children of His own family; 
and we ought to know distinctly, if this is the case, 
that every one of the trials through which a com- 
passionate Father causes His dear ones to pass, is an 
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ordeal as much for their exaltation and fature happi- 
ness, as it is for His glory ! 

" God is now," says one, "spoiling us of what troiiW 
otherwise have spoiled us." Therefore we err most 
grievously when we are surprised at either the magni- 
tude or the length of our affliction, when such is 
administered by a loving Parent's hand. 

Perhaps our affliction is rendered all the more bur- 
densome too, from the conduct we usually exhibit 
while passing under it. We are just like the poor 
Pilgrim of whom Bunyan writes, always in haste to 
cast the burden down, and not willing to wait until we 
behold the blessed cross^ where we shall lose it at once» 
and for ever ! 

John Newton, speaking of trials, says, " I compare 
the troubles which we have to undergo in the course 
of the year, to a great bundle of fagots, far too large 
for us to lift. But God does not require us to carry 
the whole at once ; He mercifully unties the bundle, 
and gives us first one stick, which we are to carry to- 
day, and then another, which we are to carry to-morrow, 
and so on. This we might easily manage, if we would 
only take the burden appointed for [us each day ; but 
we choose to increase our troubles by carrying yester- 
day's stick over again to-day, and adding to-morrow's 
burden to our load, before we are required to bear it." 

It is a pleasing circumstance to reflect upon, that 
through the whole of her sufferings. Miss Cameron 
wisely endeavoured to roll her burden on the Lord, 
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and He marvellously sustained her. Some few in- 
stances of this kind, and some further manifestations 
of the blessed finger of Divine Providence, may be 
now brought imder our notice. 

Many of our readers will probably recollect that 
during the summer season of 1860, the fruits, and 
vegetation in general, were both late in coming to ripe- 
ness, and scarce in quantity. Dear Harriet, from the 
commencement of her return to the care of her mother, 
felt, on many occasions, scarcely able to taste food of 
any description, saving fruit, of which she had been ac-^ 
customed to have abundance, while residing on the con- 
tinent. When, therefore, her stomach refused ordinary 
food, she longed for these and similar delicacies ; but 
would have done so in vain, had it not been for the 
kindness of a " friend in need,'' who thus became a 
" friend indeed." 

On arriving at the place of their sojourn, both Mrs. 
Cameron and her daughter had been kindly and hos- 
pitably received by one of her mother's relatives, the 

worthy Member for W . He had, from the first, 

wished to ktiow if there was anything which he could 
possibly send, which would prove a comfort to the 
invalid. Mrs. Cameron mentioned the desire Harriet 
felt for ripe fruit, and the difficulty she had found in 
procuring any; he therefore sent her some straw- 
berries, as they gradually ripened, and which she 
relished more than anything besides. For such fa- 
vours she at all times expressed herself as most 
' thankful. 
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But at length the strawberries were all over, and it 
became again difficult to find anything that would suit 
her diseased organized state. She was greatly dis- 
tressed fo» the w£mt of something that she could take. 
After two or three days of constant sickness and ex- 
haustion, she once more expressed a wish for straw- 
berries, if it was possible for her friends to procure 
them. A very kind relative sought the neighbourhood 
for three miles round for some, but alas ! in vain. Of 
course there was no help for it ; and it became hourly 
apparent that if any were obtained, they must come, 
as it were, by miracle. 

Under these circumstances, her mother felt much 
perplexed ; but still presented her petition to the Lord 
for His Divine interposition. An answer to this prayer 
appeared very speedily; for on that very morning, 
when Harriet seemed to be sinking with exhaustion, 
Mrs. Cameron was called out of the room, about noon, 
to speak to a lady whom she had not seen for fifteen 
years. This friend had heard only a few days before, 
that Mrs. Cameron was in that vicinity, and that her 
daughter's health was rapidly declining ; and, hoping 
that the dear invalid might be able to take a few straw- 
berries, she had brought her some ! 

The way in which all this had come to pass was sin- 
gular enough, although it ought most assuredly to be 
traced to the good hand of Providence. A few days 
previously, this lady had ordered a certain quantity of 
fruit for another sick friend ; but owing to some mis- 
take, a dotible quantity had been sent, and had that 
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raoming arriyed by rail. Hence, the sarplas was op- 
portunely placed at Harriet's disposal. The Psalinist 
says, '^I will make mention of the lovingkindness of 
the Lord." For well he knew that it is to the 
Father of all our mercies we ought to look for every 
one of our benefits ; and to Him our heartfelt praises 
should be offered continually. But alas ! our faith is 
usually so small, that it is only when we are delivered 
from great extremities, that we stand prepared to 
acknowledge His hand in the midst of all our blessings ; 
or suffer the eyes of our faith to behold the source 
from whence we have been so bounteously supplied. 
What an encouragement to obey the Redeemer's loving 
precept, that "Men ought always to pray, and not to 
faint." Beader, may it prompt us every one to go and 
do thus. 

Nor was this the only occurrence of this kind. For 
after this timely present was all exhausted, Harriet 
repeatedly appeared to be sinking, because there was 
nothing at hand of which she coul4 partake. Mrs. 
Cameron was overwhelmed with grief and anxiety as 
she saw her child thus suffer ; but could only lay her 
case before the widow's God, and the orphan's Friend. 
But mark the result. Scarcely had she offered her 
petition at the Throne of Grace, when a basket was 
brought into the room, containing some very fine hot- 
bouse grapes, kindly forwarded by the previously- 
named gentleman, the Member forW , who thought 

they might be acceptable to dear Harriet. Although 
she had for some time rejected every other kind of 
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diet, yet a few of these at intervals seemed to restore 
a tone to the stomach, so that from that period, until 
within a week of her dissolution, she was able to take 
a very slight quantity of animal food once a-day* 

Surely when the Master deigns to pronounce His 
approval of works of kindness done in His name, the 
benevolent friend who performed these and kindred 
acts of Christian charity, shall in no wise lose hia 
reward ! " Be not forgetful to entertain strangers, for 
thereby some have entertained angels unawares." 

And now how very near appeared that world, for 
which all other worlds were made and that eternity, 
for which time only rolls its courses on, like the waves 
of the ocean, until the moments of our brief existence 
are swallowed up for ever, as the footprints on the 
sea-shore are eSsiced by the rising billows. 

" Oh ! the hoar when this material 

Sha^ have vanished as a cloud, 
When, amid the vast ethereal, 

All the invisiUe shall crowd ; 
And the naked soul, surrounded 

With realities unknown. 
Triumphs in the view unbounded. 

Feels herself with God alone I " 

It is a glorious thought, that we are only one room 
removed from the presence-chamber of the great King; 
that nothing existsl between us and the world of end- 
less realities, but the very thinest partition ; which 
separation, God may cominand to be taken down at 
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any moment; and then, lo we "see Him as He is," 
and " know even as also we are known." 

Moreover it is a blessed thought, dear young reader, 
if, like her of whom we have been speaking, you view 
the transition from these scenes of sin and misery, as 
one that conducts to an abiding place, — a home for 
ever ! How consolatory to the mourner, that " The 
Lord God will wipe away all tears from off all faces." 
" The days of thy mourning shall be ended." How 
sweet to the traveller, so worn with mortal fatigue, and 
so weary, to know " They shall hunger no more, neither 
thirst any more ; neither shall the sun light on them, 
nor any heat." 

The war we are waging with the world around ; the 
battle we are fighting with a heart of sin and unbelief; 
and the conflicts we are passing through, because 
deadly errors surroimd us ; these are the struggles of 
life's brief portion, all of which will shortly cease. Not 
many months or days, and they will all be over ! Not 
many more of these rendings of heart-chords, and 
breakings of tender ties, before there shall be the re- 
imion of souls, to part no more. Not many more 
darkened skies, with thick rolling clouds of doubt or 
fear, before there will burst the unclouded vision of 
the many mansions,! which Jesus is now preparing for 
His redeemed ones, in His Father's glory. Wait then, 
weary soul, the " night is far spent," and th^ " day is 
at hand!" 

" There is a morning star, my soul, 
There is a morning star ; 
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'Twin soofD be near and bright^ thongli now 

It seems so dim and far. 
And when time's stars hare come and gone. 
And ererjr mist of earth has flown* 
That better star shaU rise 
On this world's donded skies. 
To shine for erer I 

".The night is well nigh spent, mj soul. 
The night is well nigh spent, 
And soon above our heads shall shine 

A glorious firmament ; 
Unutterably pore and bright — 
The Lamb once slain its perfect light— 
A light onchanging and divine, 
A star that shall nnclooded shine. 
Descending nerer." 

The ^dness that seyeral friends exhibited as 
Harriet grew. worse in body, although not particu- 
larized in this place, deserves remembrance. One 
dear Christian friend, who has been abready referred 
to in the last chapter, had, through the medium of a 
relative, requested a gentleman to call upon Harriet, 
hoping his prayers and discourses might prove of some 
solace to her ; but an attack of illness had caused his 
visit to be delayed until within a fortnight of her 
death. 

All along she had expressed a dread of seeing him, 
as she felt her nerves so much shaken from bodily 
weakness. But Mrs. Cameron had not anticipated 
any ill results from the interview, and therefore, 
having been anxious to obtain it, she felt some degree 
of delicacy in refusing it. 
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Upon his introduction he evidently sought to render 
the interview a pleasant one. He put several questions 
to Harriet as to her spiritual condition, and how far, 
in this extremity, she could say that she realized her 
Saviour's presence. Harriet, as usual, feared to exalt 
herself, and, accordingly, did not express her enjoy- 
ment of the blessed presence of Jesus as probably she 
might have done. 

Perceiving her to be so very ill, the visitor, meaning 
it for kindness, read only a short portion of the four- 
teenth chapter of John*s Gospel, and engaged in 
prayer. In reading the words of Jesus, he pointed 
out the privilege and promise given to believers of 
having a manifestation of Christ made to them. '' He 
that hath my commandments and keepeth them, he it 
is that loveth me; and he that loveth me shall be 
loved of my Father, and I will love him and will 
manifest myself to him." Then in the intercession 
on her behalf, the desires he expressed seemed more 
adapted for one who had never received the truth, and 
altogether calculated to convey a wrong impression to 
her mind. 

No sooner had he left the room than Harriet burst 
into tears, and became violently agitated and ill, 
saying— 

''Mamma, Mr. prayed for me as if I were 

unconverted, and did not believe God's own promise ! 
He thinks I am unconverted because I cannot rejoice*' 
Mrs. Cameron endeavoured to calm her, but for awhile 
it was aU in vain. 
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In describing Harriet's emotion at that time, her 
mother .afterwards observed to a friend — 

" I was again led to perceive, as I had so often done 
before, that God Himself seemed, in a special and 
sovereign manner, and quite independent of human 
means, except so far as His Word was concerned, to 
determine to perfect the work alone, and, by His 
grace in her heart, to fit this royal diadem for His own 
hands." 

However, although her mother could not console 
her, the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, soon afterwards 
applied His own words, and she became much more 
composed, remarking — 

" The Bible does not say that he that rejoiceth shall 
be saved, but he that believeth shall be saved. I know 
I must believe in order to be saved, and I can, and I 
do believe God's own words, who has promised that 
whosoever cometh unto Him He will in no wise cast 
out, and I know that I have come to Him, I have in 
past times been unhappy, because of my natural incli- 
nation to despondency. Yet, perhaps, to one of my 
temperament, the settled peace and comfort that I 
have so long experienced was as much as joy would be 
to other believers." 

Glad would she have been, as we have before shewn, 
to have listened to the exposition of God's Holy Word, 
and to have enjoyed the other happy privileges that 
fall to the lot of *most Christians. But being cut off 
from these, she took refuge in the language of Scripture 
alone when difficulties lay in her spiritual pathway. 
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Her condition of weakness was at the same time 
continually increasing, so that her friends were con- 
stantly kept hovering between hopes and fears from 
day to day. 

Still, as time advanced it was more graciously 
manifested, that, with the low views she cherished of 
herself, she was constantly entertaining exalted ones 
of her blessed Redeemer. Such feelings as these kept 
this dear saint, as it has done many others, from gazing 
on her future portion from the top of the Delectable 
Mountains. She* could tread the lowly valley, clothed 
with the meek robe of humility, and loving its calm, 
still atmosphere, breathe in peace and quietude there. 

*' Thousands have lived, whose piety and worth 
Have no abiding record found on earth ; 
Apart from noise and show they passed their days, 
Serving their Gk>d, not seeking human praise. 
Their course, though brief, was useftd, if not bright, 
No dazzling meteor, but a steady light. 

" They live but in the memories of a few. 
Who saw their modest worth, their virtues knew. 
As these from earth depart their memory dies. 
Yet are they known and loved above the skies ; 
Their record U on high. Time does not know 
Their excellence, but this eternity will shew," 

A little while after the before-named interview, Mrs. 
Cameron was reading aloud that portion of the Gospel, 
where Christ is speaking of bequeathing peace to His 
disciples and children ; and hoping to pour balm into 
her daughter's wounded spirit, she asked her — 

" Do you think that you so love Jesus, that you 

N 
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could lay down your life for His sake if He required it 
of yon ?*' Her answer, delivered in the calmest man- 
ner, was at once a proof of the trinmph of faith, and an 
evidence of the patience of hope : — 

" I firmly believe I could. But I would rather not 
speak in too confident terms about this to any one ; 
because, you know, there is Peter's case to warn me. 
But then, after all, what would dying for Hint be, in 
comparison with His dying for mef for I should only 
go from my sufferings to a glorious rest, while Jesus 
came from a world of glory and bliss, in order to 
endure the most agonizing sufferings and death." 

It would be difficult to convey to the reader's mind 
a correct picture of the happy moment when these 
words were spoken. How filled with consolations 
Harriet seemed, as she referred to Him whose death 
had been the procuring cause of all that peace which 
passeth understanding, which she then possessed. 
Looking upon her mild countenance, it resembled 
some lovely lake, in whose calm depths is pourtrayed 
the glories of the midday sun, or the quiet beams of 
the evening star. And to Ksten to the utterances of 
her soul, was likened, by one who loved her, 

** To tliftt sweet harp, whose chords responsiye thrill 
To touch of hreath from heaven I *' 

When the Pilgrim nears the borders of Immanuers 
land, where the sun shines all the daylong, sights and 
sounds come wafted to him from that country, where 
he is to dwell for ever, that cause his soul to fill with 
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joy unutterable. The soft tread of angels' footsteps 
are indistinctly heard, as he hastens onward, eager to 
catch a glimpse of the blessedness that is reserved for 
them who love the Lord ! 

The veil betwixt him and the eternal world grows 
' now so thin, that the eye of faith attempts to pene- 
trate the mysteries, and feast itself on heavenly manna ; 
and listen to the music, in which are united the songs 
of myriad choirs, of souls redeemed for ever. Oh ! 
wondrous vision. 

" In that still hour of summer's early mom, 
When Nature seems at prayer, 
Now, ad in Eden. 

" And earth's night- watching angels with the dawn, 
Upwards the incense hear, 

NoWi as in Eden I" 

Thus, in an attitude of calm repose, lay the dear 
form, whose sentiments are as briefly and faintly re- 
corded here, as they were gently breathed forth from 
the lips that had been taught, by Love itself, to lisp 
her Saviour's praise. What was true of her, as unfolded 
in her experience, is true in the cases of thousands 
more. "Therefore, behold, I will allure her, and 
bring her into the wilderness, and speak comfortably 
unto her."* This is God's unspeakable mercy. He 
is dealing with the soul in tenderness and love. But 
mercy is His strange work, because His ways are not 
as man's ways. And He deals with His children ac- 

• Hosea ii. 14. 
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cording to the measure of His grace, not because they 
are good, but because they are needy. 

But do we enquire what reasons are given to us by 
the Lord, for exhibiting towards any of His children 
these strange dispensations of His grace? "I will 
allure her, and bring her into the tvUdemess /*' Are we 
not here reminded how God dealt with His ancient 
people, the Jews ? Do we not see here why He led 
them into that "great and terrible wilderness ?" That 
He might " speak comfortably ;*' or, as better expressed 
in the margin, *' speak to her heart J^ 

Wonderful indeed are those lessons which Infinite 
Wisdom teaches! Jehovah, in order to save, first 
brings the soul into a state of spiritual destitution. 
By means of afiliction to wean them from the world — 
to instruct them thereby to flee from its emptiness and 
hollowness, and find an everlasting fulness in Christ. 
Pause, Christian reader, and think what would have 
been the end of your earthly course, if all had ever 
gone smooth with you. What if dear ones had not 
died — if tempests had not gathered — and if, in the 
world*s turmoil, you had never known what losses and 
crosses mean — would you have avoided them any the 
less ? Would you have been any the better for your 
ignorance ? Has not the season of afiliction been 
your school in the house of your bondage ? and has 
not affliction itself been your "schoolmaster," to bring 
you to Christ ? We think we hear you declare that 
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those were blessed losses which led you to find and 
embrace a Saviour. 

It is so, child of the dust ; humbled as you are, and 
broken-hearted, as you bow at the footstool of Sover- 
eign Mercy. Your cup may be seemingly full, and a 
bitter one too ; but you already know who has given 
you strength to drink it. God*s designs were mani- 
fest : namely, that He meant to save when He brought 
you into that wasteful desert. Therein you found no 
water — no life — no hope. " Lost ! lost ! " was all you 
could utter, while with your tear-bedimmed eye you 
saw no pathway of escape. But Jesus was near. 
God's consolations were brought nic^h. 

Think of these comforts as sure. It is consolation 
that may be delayed, but if it tarry, wait fpr it, it will 
surely come. And these consolations are divine. It 
is the Lord who speaks. Who else but a gracious 
God could bring to the sorrowing soul one drop of 
comfort ? Moreover, they are effectual. Imagine 
yourself as standing by the side of some foaming cata- 
ract. The waters roar, and toss, and tumble ; and 
were a dear friend at your side, speaking to you in the 
language of kindness and love, the gentle tones would 
be uttered but in vain : not a sentence would be heard. 
So it is with many who are passing through the busy 
haunts of men. The voice of God's lovingkindness 
is inaudible to their pouls, until the still chamber of 
sickness is reached ; and there Jehovah speaks to the 
hea/rt. " I will bring her into the wilderness, and speak 
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comfortably unto her." This is both effectual and full 
consolation. 

We have all, at some time, been placed under the 
gentle treatment of the nurse. The quiet tread, the 
soft hand, the subdued voice, and the ever-watchful eye 
were all there. Such are a kind Heavenly Father's 
dealings, as He gently draws us with the cords of love 
and the bands of man. By the mouth of the prophet 
he says " I will allure her ! " He does this by the 
sweetness of the character of Christ, whom it is in- 
tended that we should'follow. And by the blessedness 
of the Christian religion, whose ways, notwithstanding 
the ruggedness of the setting out, are ways of pleasant- 
ness, and all her paths are paths of peace. 

Christian reader, we are uttering nothing new in 
addressing you thus. These are just some of the 
things you have felt in your past experience. We 
are speaking plainly, therefore, because we wish to 
speak to the heart. Oh ! let us not be misunderstood. 
It is not so much the good you need, sometimes, as 
the good you are called upon to do. What you 
have tasted, and handled, and felt, that declare unto 
others. Recollect you are witnesses for God. His 
covenants and mercies for you are ordered in all 
things and sure ; but what of those, and there are 
tens of thousands around you, j^ho never knew the 
Lord ? Be sure, then, that you draw some of these to 
Christ. His word is committed to you — His Spirit is 
given unto you, and His rod of affliction is; laid upon 
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you-'BH to serve one gracious end. Speak for Jesus. 
Publish a Saviour. Make known His grace and pav- 
ing truth. Believing His power in you and by you, 
Work, work, work ! It is For God and His glory. 

*' Lay firmly 6T6iy stone; long years may be, 
And stormy winds may rend, ere all be done ; 
Bat lay thejlnt; thoa may'st not live to see 
' To-morrow's stin. 

«« God deigns to need thy weakness : heed His call, 
Unhasting, yet nnresting ; short or long 
The days that wait thee; — they are His — yea, all 
To Him belong." 



CHAPTER XII. 



Paring ^mtist. 



" Mt soul WATTETH for the LoBD KOBE* THAN THEY THAT WATCH 
POn THE KOBNINO; I SAY, MORE THAN THEY THAT WATCH FOR THE 

MORNING.** — Psalm CXXX. 6. 

** Soon— and for ever, the breaking of day 
Shall chase all the night-clouda of sorrow away ; 
Soon— and for ever, well see as we're seen. 
And know the deep meaning of things that have been : 

"Where fightings without, and conflicts within. 
Shall weary no more in the warfisire with sin,— 
Where tears, and where fears, and where death shall be never. 
Christians with Christ shall be soon— and for ever." 

J. MoiiiaiiLL. 




fORNING brings the tide of joy; for then 
everything beneath the skies is awaking into 
life and liberty. The streams run bounding 
between the mossy banks ; the birds arc warbling in 
every grove ; the sun-rays glance in all the dew-drops, 
and " man goeth forth unto his work, and to his labour, 
until the evening." 

There is that period, however, which precedes the 
morning. Sometimes it is a season of thick darkness. 
The heavy, sombre clouds of night are rolling away, 
and, as they pass, they envelope the whole face of the 
heavens in melancholy and mourning. Fitful chilly 
gusts of night- air make all the leaves of the forest to 
tremble. The moon's pale beams are suddenly ob- 
scured, and the midnight watcher pronounces the hour 
before the dawn of day, the darkest time of night. To 
many of our readers these signs and tokens are fami- 
liarly known as the harbingers of the coming day. 

Nor, however heavy and dull the night has been, do 
these appearances prevent the weary watcher's eyes 
glancing towards the eastern casement, hoping there 
to catch the very first ray that heralds the approaching 
sunrise. The very first streak is a sure sign that the 
day is coming. So it is with the afflicted soul; that, 
knowing how soon the night of sorrow will end — the 
clouds of doubt will roll away, — and the hour of death 
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will be past ; it fixes its ardent gaze on the glorious 
promise, that Jesus will speedily come, and bring His 
blessed reward with Him. 

It was in this manner that dear Harriet, and those 
who surrounded her couch of pain, alternated their 
hopes and fears with looking forward to the transport- 
ing hour when this feeble mortality should be clothed 
upon with immortality. Let us then dwell a little 
longer upon some of those events — perplexing in them- 
selves — which, in the hand of Divine goodness, were 
doubtless so many preludes to the coming blessedness 
that awaited the arrival of her toil-worn spirit, when 
those fetters were broken. 

Mingled with those perplexities were so many mer- 
cies, that the tongue of gratitude, even at this distance 
of time, is quite unwilling to remain silent. Mrs. 
Cameron kept watch and ward almost day and night, 
by the side of her suffering child, and in this position 
her circumstances became more peculiar and more 
trying daily. Thus she says herself : — 

" We were far from our best known relatives, and with 
but bare funds, and yet our real necessities were always 
supplied — sometimes, it might be added, mysteriously. And 
then in the room of those wants that were deemed neces- 
saries, and which were denied us, there was so much of mercy 
sent instead, that we were forbidden to murmur. 

Amongst these mercies let me record one. The physi- 
cian who was called in to see dear Harriet, discovering that 
an uncle of mine, who had formily resided in the same 
town, had been in years past one of his intimate friends, 
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he very generously offered any future medical attendance 
gratvitoualy. Nor ought I to he unmindful to say, likewise, 
we were so highly favoured, that we seemed to receive the 
services of half-a-dozen domestics, in the ohliging and sym- 
pathizing offices rendered hy one faithful attendant. May 
Christ's own reward he hestowed upon these kind friends, 
for these several Christian acts." 

The great difference that is known to exist between 
the Christian and the worldling is often perplexing to 
men who have no spiritual discernment. For there is 
a vast difference between the two states, even when to 
the outward eye, and from external appearance, no 
such difference is observable. It is not an uncommon 
thing too, for the believer to ask wherein it consists. 
We know how it tried the mind of the Psalmist, when 
he beheld the ungodly prospering in his way ; and he 
had to wait and consider the thing before he found out 
the secret. " Until 1 went into the sanctuary of God ; 
then understood I their end."* 

So that it is not in the sufferings of this present 
time; it is not in the external condition of any of 
God's creatures, who toil along the pilgrim's rugged 
path ; neither because the world turns its back upon 
the Christian, and merely casts a cold and withering 
gaze, where a helping hand might be easily bestowed, 
that the believer is to feel the least amazement ; these 
things we may always expect, and even more than 
this. ** If ye were of the world, the world would love 

• Psahn Ixxiii. 17. 
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his own : but because ye are not of the world, but I 
have chosen you out of the world, therefore the world 
hateth you." 

But let us return to the chamber of sickness, where 

the weary invalid's dear cousin A has just entered 

with a new bouquet of sweet flowers, which by her and 
other kind friends have been sent as constantly as the 
day. And besides these, other little presents were often 
brought, some of them by unknown friends, who one 
day will be openly rewarded. Bufc we turn now to 
Mrs. Cameron's journal, to make a short extract : — 

" The pleasing, yet melancholy duties of nurse naturally 
devolved upon me. In my discharge of these, the constant 
thoughtfulness and consideration which my poor child 
manifested for me, in the midst of so much suflfering, was 
truly wonderful. She would frequently delay asking for 
any assistance, and remain in much pain and discomfort, 
lest she should disturb my rest, or increase my fatigue. 

" One day, just before she became entirely confined to 
her bed, she was extremely restless and tired for some 
hours. After that she became more composed, and I 
thought she was slumbering, nature having obtained the 
mastery, I gave way to violent and irrepressible grief. 
Hearing my sobs, she opened her eyes, and said— 

"•Indeed, Mamma, you ought not to see all my pain and 
trouble* I would rather endure this alone. Please to go 
into the other room, or I shall become worse still.' 

" After this involuntary display of emotion on my part, 
she was constantly observing me, and endeavouring to con- 
ceal her sufferings — such was her wish not to cause me 
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^ain, if it conld possibly be helped. She then gave expres- 
sion to her gratitude, that the wish she had ever entertained 
from infancy would probably be accomplished. 

"'All my life,' she would say, ' I have had the fear lest 
you should die before me ; and what should I do without 
you? Oh I I think my heart would break if you were taken 
away from me. I have sometimes feared being left — per- 
haps for many years — in the wide world without you. Is 
it not therefore better, dear Mamma, as I must die once, for 
me to go first f Yes, this has been my wish. Then you 
will not have the dread of leaving me in this world of 
temptation, by which, hereafter, I might become ensnared.' 

" I frequently noticed, too, how different was her conduct 
to that of many invalids ; for we all know, perhaps, that at 
such seasons of sickness and infirmity, the stronger selfish* 
ness of our nature manifests itself, and it may be more 
excusable too, than at other times. In order to tempt her 
appetite, it was necessary to provide many little delicacies, 
which usually she would just taste, and then turn from with 
loathing and sickness. Upon two or three occasions, these 
articles, having been preserved in the hope of her requiring 
them, have then been brought to me, because no longer in 
a fit state to keep without spoiling. Possibly the very same 
day she has said — 

" ' I think I could now take just a little of what was pre- 
pared for me,' — mentioning the time when it had been 
offered her before. 

'' Upon my expressing my regrets that it was then un- 
fortunately too late, she has invariably rejoiced to hear it 
said it was too late ; because, as she would add, she could 
then hope that I had taken what she conjectured I should 
not have provided merely for myself." 
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These are but' solitary instances of what was most 
conspicuous in her disposition through life : an entire 
forgetfulness of selfy in her love and devotion to others, 
especially to her mother. And if examples of these 
features in her character are not more numerously 
recorded here, it is because we would avoid trespassing 
upon the reader*s patience at too great a length, and 
because there are other matters, of more moment, 
which may not be lightly passed over. 

We only truly understand the purposes for which 
our Heavenly Father deals out His chastisements to 
His children, when we look upon all these fiery trials 
as needed to purge the soul from dross and sin, ere 
it is called from its house of clay, to dwell with the 
spirits of just men made perfect. It is fully believed 
that Harriet had learnt, and well understood this 
teaching, for on one occasion she was much comforted 
by that passage in the Epistle to the Hebrews, " Who 
though He (Christ) were a Son, yet learned He obe- 
dience by the things which He suffered." Both this 
passage, and one of her favourite hymns, with the leaf 
twrned down^ simply express the very language which 
was uttered by her own lips frequently: — 

" How shall I follow Him I genre? 
How shall I copy Him I Iotc f 
Nor from those blessed footsteps Bwenre, 
Which lead me to His seat aboTe f 

** Privations, sorrows, bitter scorn, 
The life of toil, the mean abode, 
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The faithless kiss, the crown of thorn, — 
Are these the consecrated road f 

•* 'Twas thns He suffered, thongh a Son, 
Foreknowing, choosing, feeling all, 
Until the perfect work was done. 
And drunk the bitter cap of gall. 

" Lord, should my path through suffering lie, 
Forbid it I should e'er repine ; 
Still let me turn to Calvary, 
Nor heed my griefi, remembering Thine. 

** let me think how Thou didst leave ' 

Untasted every pure delight, 
To fast, to faint, to watch to grieve, 
The toilsome day, the homeless night, — 

'* To faint, to grieve, to die for me, 

Thou earnest; — not Thyself to please: 
And, dear as earthly comforts be, 

Shall not I love Thee more than these ? " 

Our narrative now brings us to the beginning of the 
month of July. It was somewhere about ten days 
before her departure that Harriet called her mother to 
her bed-side, and spoke as follows : — 

**I hope, my dear Mamma, you will not fret too 
much about me when I am gone. It is true I am 
your only child, and it is natural that you should feel 
the parting from me, but it will not be long before we 
shall meet again. Supposing it should be a few years 
first — yet, a few years will not appear long to me in 
heaven! You know I have always loved you very 
dearly, but I ought to love Jesus more ; and I do long 
to go to Him.** 

o 
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Sach was the manner, tone, and sprnt ot these few 
remarks, that Mrs. Cameron could not possibly avoid 
giving way to her feelings, and letting her daughter 
see that they deeply affected her. It was indeed a 
bitter cup, but its bitterness was increased tenfold by 
Harriet's breaking out again in the tenderest accents, 
and adding, as if she felt a sudden rapture — 

** I am so glad to die, too, because then you will 
have more to support you in comfort. I have been an 
expensive child to you, so do not be sorry, I ]feg of 
you, to part with me." 

Then she paused a little, as if musing on something 
that had struck her mind, and in a few minutes after- 
wards continued, speaking with considerable anima- 
tion — 

"And yet I have often thought how nice it would 
be for me to lead you about and comfort you when you 
grew old and infirm, and perhaps work for you, if 
necessary ; but that is not permitted me" 

We must leave parents themselves to conjecture 
what were Mrs. Cameron's feelings when she listened 
to thes^ words, and they will not wonder that she 
should give birth to such an exclamation as the follow- 
ing, when afterwards narrating the circumstances : — 

" Child of my soul ! this was one of those moments when 
I felt as if I could have plucked the very stars from their 
spheres, to have enriched or served thee. But blessed 
thought, thou dear lamb, thou hast obtained an inheritance 
incorruptible, and undefiled, and that passeth not away, and 
the love, the priceless love, that is far beyond a mother's." 
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From these expressions^ and other facts that we 
have been enabled to gather, it will not appear the 
least surprising to the reader, that to that mother's 
mind there always seemed a sensible and hallowing 
influence surrounding her child. The striking idea 
expressed by the poet, is singularly beautiful and true 
in this case : — 

** HeaTen lies about ns in oar iDfancy." 

For every word, and look, and action shewed that the 
innocency and simplicity of childhood were not only 
retained by her to the last, but were heightened by the 
loveliness of the robe of piety which shone so brightly 
upon her. "Blessed are the undefiled in the way, who 
walk in the law of the Lord." 

Yes, the dawn of a brighter day was fast approaching. 
As every &esh streak of light appeared above the hori- 
zon, it all the more clearly shewed the thinness of the 
separation between this and the invisible world. It 
was in this way the weary invalid lay watching for the 
approaching sunrise. 

" I am waiting, my Mother I 

Watching, waiting, for the day 
From this motley scene shall take me 

To that better home away ; 
For the thought with sickening sorrow 

Shadows still my spirit o'er ; 
Her who blest my earliest being 

I shall see on earth no more." 

God has 'designed that we should, by some methods 
He is pleased to employ, be more and more conformed 
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to the image of Christ. We pass through the furnace ; 
it is all meant as a process of refinement. We straggle 
in the deep waters, and the billows threaten to go over 
our sonl ; but it is all sent that we may hear His own 
clear voice, which alone can still an angry tempest, 
saying, " Peace, be still." We tread the Valley of Hu- 
miliation, and after that the Valley of the Shadow of 
Death, but is it not that the Delectable Mountains, 
and the Land of Beulah may be more relished when 
we reach them ? 

So have we seen the dear invalid herself in the same 
furnace of affliction, and passing through that dreaiy 
night of watching and weeping ; and yet amidst blessed 
hopes, brightening every hour. Oh! what would 
the world be without those hopes which spring from 
the one great sacrifice which Christ hath offered for 
the sins of many ? Hope is the world's best balm in 
sorrow. Like the oil we drop on the cunningly-con- 
trived machine, to keep it in easy operation ; like the 
turned furrow, that the husbandman may sow the 
seed-corn for a new harvest ; like the cordial adminis- 
tered by the skilful physician ; like the closed compact 
of the busy merchant, who fancies he has obtained a 
bargain ; and like many more things of every day's 
experience ; we look upon hope in youth, in life mature, 
and in old age, as the rock on which we may safely 
repose. Just so is it with the Christian, who, know- 
ing the perishable nature of earthly things, wishes to 
build for time and for ever ! Blessed Hope 1 Let us 
enquire of you, kind reader, if such a hope is yours — 
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if God's ^ft of His dear Son — His work as your ever- 
lasting Surety — the way of reconciliation He has 
opened up — His present ability, and His willingness 
to save you— if all these are your soul's only hope for 
time or eternity ? 

Then let the wheels of time revolve with increasing 
swiftness ; let the era approach when the nations of 
the earth shall tremble, but the saints shall rejoice; 
our hope is in Jesus, and He will come to fetch home 
all the lost sheep of His fold ! Our day upon earth 
may be dark; the gloomy clouds may continue to 
threaten fire and fury ; and fears may be in the way, 
because man goeth to his long home, and the mourners 
go about the streets ; but depend upon it our Father, 
who knoweth best, has prepared for those who love 
Him a recompense for all their toil, too great for 
thought, too glorious for mortal tongue to utter : " As 
it is written. Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nei- 
ther have entered into the heart of man, the things 
which God hath prepared for them that love Him ; but 
God hath revealed them unto us by His Spirit." 

Besides all this, our Heavenly Father Himself has 
told us of trials and temptations, losses and crosses, 
bereavements and auctions, which will be sure to 
come. The least we can do, therefore, is to be pre- 
pared to meet them — to do battle with them — to over- 
come them. We may not do this in our own strength, 
nor is it intended we should, but His strength will be 
sufficient for us. In Him we may confide : let us walk 
closely by His side. He is our Father : let us pour 
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all our sorrows into His bosom. He is our Sayiotir ; 
let us implicitly trust all our affairs into His hands. 
It is not a life-time's struggle ; the darkest night-clouds 
are swiftly rolling away; and signs are already seen of 
their scattering and breaking to admit the rays of 
hope — the dawn of a better day. " My soul fainteth 
for Thy salvation ; but I hope in Thy word" 

Yes, whatever this little day of life has hitherto been 
— cloudy, dark, or stormy, those clouds are breaking, 
and we are nearing sunrise. God, who sent His only 
beloved Son to rescue the lost, and to save them by 
the shedding of His blood, hath prepared for Hi3 
redeemed ones a rest, and will not fail to bring them 
to it. The toil— the trial — the danger — the difficulty 
will come, each in its appointed order; but remember 
the path leads through all these, and the way lies home- 
ward. The wilderness is not for God's people when 
they have believed His word, they have to travel 
through it but not to stay there. Such things as 
pains, sickness, bereavements, and reverses, lower the 
human spirits soon, but the soul that can sing '^ Thou 
art the strength of my heart, and my portion for ever," 
learns far sooner how to forget her woes, and look 
beyond the fleeting present, to the never-ending bliss 
of the rest that remaineth ! 

Can you say, reader, in calmly contemplating ike 
day that fast approaches, when '* this mortal must put 
on immortality," I am going to that land near the mn^ 
rising, where God shall wipe away all tears from qffaU 

faces, — LET ME GO ? 
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"Let me go t let me go f for the day is breaking ; 

The skies have a streak of orient light ; 
The shadow of darkness the earth is forsaking, 
And the sunbeams are chasing the mists of the night. 

'* Let me go t let me go t for I may not tarry ; 
Hinder me not, for my home is there, 
Where angels are waiting my spirit to carry. 
And the pure white raiment is ready to wear. 

" Let me go I let me go I for the purple dawning 
Is mantling the dull, dark tomb of time ; 
And there stealeth the rays of a blissful morning. 
That blushes and bums in a deathless clime. 

** I have done with sin, I have done with sorrow 

I fly to the spotless realms of light. 
Where the day that U breaking shall have no morrow, ' 
And the sun that is rising, shall have no night ! " 



CHAPTEE Xin. 



Jfaitjj's €simii. 



** From a child thou hast known the Holt ScMPXtmEs, which 

ABE ABLE TO MAKE THEE WISE UNTO SALVATION THBOUGH FAITH WHICH 

IS IN Chbist Jesus."— a Tim. iii. 15. 

" Chriat leads me through no darker rooms 
Than He went through hefore ; 
He that into God's kingdom comes. 
Must enter "by His door. 

" Come, Lord, when grace hath made me meet 
Thy blessed face to see; 
For if' Phy work on earth he sweet. 
What will Thy oloby bb ? 

« My knowledge of that life is small: 

The eye of faith is dim; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all« 
And Z shall be with Hzu." 

^AZTZR. 



I VERY blessing that we miss is only another 
mercy brought home, for one blessing is never 
taken away, but what another may be bestowed 
upon us of more value. It is in this way that Jesus 
Himself becomes the all in all to His people. 

What is health but a blessing ? And does not Jesus 
often give something better than health, when this is 
taken ? What are children — parents — ^friends, but 
blessings ? But lo ! some one of them is removed by 
death ; a whole household is made to mourn ; their 
aching hearts are smitten, and withered, like the bud 
before the untimely frost ! And does Jesus give them 
nothing better — although these were very dear, and 
truly valued ? He does. He gives Himself. 

" I valued my treasures," said a widowed mother, 
speaking to a pious friend, " and there were four of 
them, the best children a mother ever had ! But my 
dear Lord took one, and then another, and then ano- 
ther ; but I did not sorrow. * Ah, Lord,' I said, * I am 
brought low: undertake for me.' For I felt, since the 
Lord had so often entered my dwelling, I might ask 
Him boldly for anything I wanted. Then Jane, whom 
I thought the loveliest, the only one I had yet left — 
she took her departure in a very few days! My grief 
was too deep for utterance. I was bowed to the dust. 
But I understand the object of those dealings now. 
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• 
The dear Sayiour wanted my whole heart, and I have 

GIVEN IT TO Him ! *' 

Such reasoning is doubtless correct, and should be 
used by every true disciple; but where does the 
believer find such a mighty source of consolation, in 
the midst of a world where all is changing around 
himj? The answer is, In a changeless Saviour! 
We cannot look upon the earth, now growing very gray, 
and its mountains hoary with age, but we see the 
finger of time has written " change " upon every one 
of them. The shores of the ocean shift their places, 
"the waters wear the stones," and the kingdoms of 
the earth, and the kings thereof, are all continually 
subject to one imperial decree, — '^ Passing away I'* 
Even our friends change, and so do we: in a few brief 
years, our places, our lot, and our circumstances, all, 
in an untold manner, undergo some such mysterious 
change. Where are the hopes we once so ardently 
cherished ? Where are now our former schemes or 
plans for the future ? Vanished all. But Christ has 
not changed^ and this is the Rock of the believer's 
strength ! " God is our refuge and strength, a very 
present help in trouble.** 

The Christian looks not upon his Saviour as men 
look upon a picture. You may paint the cross, but 
not the agony of the sufferer who hung therfeon ; you 
may shew the crimson colour of the blood, but not its 
value, or its preciousness, as felt by every sincere 
believer. However grand a mere picture may be, 
however life-like, it is not life. Herein is Jesus ever 
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precious — Jesm lives. Therefore He is the soul's 
hope and strength, rock and confidence ; and thus the 
soul sings — 

" Pass away, earthly joy, — 

Jesus is mine 1 

Break every mortal tie, — 

Jesns is mine I 
Dark is the wilderness,' { 

Distant the resting-plaoe ; 
< Jesus alone can bless — 

Jesus is mine I 

«« Fare ye well, dreams of night,— 

Jesus is mine I 
Mine is a dawning bright, — 

Jesus is mine I 
All that my soul has tried 
Left but a dismal void ; 
Jesus has sati^d — 

Jesus is mine 1 " 

Does the reader ask if Miss Cameron had such a 
full and sweetly:Solemn sense of her Bedeemer's pre^ 
sence, amidst all the shifting scenes around her ; even 
while she was herself hastening to leave the world, as 
sometimes swallows wiU leave our fields before the 
summer is half over? Undoubtedly she had. We 
have seen how much of gloom and sorrow lay heavily 
upon her soul, while yet the bloom of youth was on 
her cheeks ; but a gracious Providence saw fit, when 
the frame became trembling and feeble, to afford her 
a secret, and an unfailing source of happiness, and of 
that inward "joy" with which "a stranger doth not 
intermeddle." It was then that her calm eye of faith 
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could read His wisdom in each dark line of His dis- 
pensation, who had not given her the caU of His mighty 
love to leave her thenceforward in despair. 

It is sometimes difficult for us to form our estimate 
from those externals which surround the object we 
love. We all know how mere looks deceive. But we 
have not always arrived at a wrong decision, by con- 
templating the exterior ; and more than once we have 
been tempted to record a judgment formed by a much 
esteemed and talented minister, not very long ago, 
who saw Harriet a few times, and who, in addressing 
her mother, made this observation — 

" Your daughter was in all respects an uncommonly 
interesting young lady. Her countenance was one I 
can never forget, and I never saw one to resemble it. 
But above all do I remember her serious and mar- 
vellously-beautiful eyes. When I first saw her I was 
struck with their beaming expression, a particular kind 
of expressiveness which I never beheld before, nor 
have ever seen since." 

Or, if we take the very words of one nearer and 
dearer to her, — and where we might expect to find the 
tone of language somewhat partial, her mother said 
recently — 

" Vainly do I try to recall those once sweetly-fami- 
liar features ; not once has memory been able to retrace 
them ! Vainly did I seek, during many weeks in the 
great metropolis, to catch some such passing look or 
expression, in the countenances of those I met ; and 
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have had to torn away with disappointment and tears ; 
for among all the throng of youthful faces, I sought in 
vain for one of those holy looks of truth and feeling.*' 

Ah ! bereaved and disappointed mother ! There 
is indeed no face on earth like thy beloved child's ! 
It is almost as well that all traces of the earthly are 
lost, for the heavenly beams, like the sun in full noon- 
tide splendour, only shine by "the radiance of that 
'* marvellous light'* which is all bursting forth from 
the. glory on which no mortal eye may look and live ! 

But it is given to faith to glance at realities^ and not 
to confine her gaze to things which are for a moment 
visible, and then vanish ! The holy peace, the happy 
calm, which broke in upon Harriet's mind, as morn- 
ing sunshine falls upon the waters, was but an earnest 
of the joys which were to follow; when the Divine 
Shepherd had taken up His lamb in His arms, and 
folded it to His bosom. 

It is not the first or second stumbling-stone or 
stubborn hindrance that overturns the purposes of 
faith. Her first work may be levelled with the dust ; 
her building become a ruin, her armies lost, her ves- 
sels sunken ; but whatever winds or rains, coming 
through a darkening heaven, have done ; whatever 
angry storms or howling tempests may yet threaten, 
one firm trust or plan hath faith ; she looks upwards^ 
site sees God in all things — she waits for the victory , and 
wins / 

" All must be well I 
Faith expects a bright to-morrow, — 
Faith can sing through days of sorrow — 
All, all is well. 
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On oar Father's love relyingi 
Jesus eF'ry need supplying, 
Or in living or in dying 
All must be well." 

Bat what is the reason that even with our eye of 
faith we do not always see clearly ? It cannot be the 
want of glory in the sun of righteousness, for there is 
never obscurity or diftiness there ; it must be rather 
our own atmosphere that is overloaded with mists and 
clogged with the films of corruption, so that whatever 
loveliness there is, it is, for the time, veiled from our 
view. Either our hand trembles so that wo cannot 
hold the perspective-glass, as did the hands of the pil- 
grims on Hill Clear, at the remembrance of the things 
the shepherds had shewn them; or the tears of earthly 
feebleness dim our eye so much that we miss seeing 
the heavenly object. It was not long previous to Har- 
riet's dissolution, that she was speaking upon the sub- 
ject, and made the following observation : concerning 
the resurrection of the body she said — 

" To many Christians the fact of the resurrection is 
a comforting doctrine, but to me it does not seem par- 
ticularly so, I do not love this body so well, but that 
I imagine I should be equally satisfied to rise in another 
body. But from what I say, do not understand that I 
desire to find fault with the decrees of God, for of 
course they are all right and best, only in my case — 
and I am not able to explain this — I do not find that 
my faith in the resurrection of the body is a source of 
comfort to me.*' 
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Mrs. Cameron remarks that it did not occur to her, 
at the time, to suggest to her daughter that probably 
such a decree from our loving Father is for the pur- 
pose of enhancing the bliss of those who felt strong 
tittachments towards each other in their mortal forms, 
because they may behold them again thus, the very 
same, through their then glorified humanity. 

There may be good philosophy in this remark, when 
we turn to the feelings we cherish, and the hopes we 
have of meeting in another and a better world those 
whom we have loved in this. 

" The prospect/' says an able divine, " of the resur- 
rection should minister to us comfort amid the pros- 
pect of personal departure and of the bereavement of 
our friends. We gaze upon the grave, and we shudder ; 
we see the corpse, with its chill and changeless brow, 
its sad and shrouded eye, its pallid, moveless cheek, 
and we watch the progress of putrefaction, till we are 
compelled to demand that it be buried out of our sight. 
We stand by the sepulchre, we see its dark, damp 
chamber, and as the clods of the earth rattle on the 
tinsel that covers the coffin-lid, and as we retire to a 
desolate home, we shudder to think that so it shall be 
with us, and so with our dearest friends. 

"But we must pass from the realms of sight to the 
realms oi faith and, when we connect the prospect of 
the resurrection with the event that called us to the 
tomb, the scene is changed, the fire of life is in that 
eye, the image of the Infinite is upon that hrow, the red 
hue is upon that cheek, the worm is crushed, the damp 

p 
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is dried, that darkness is dispelled; upon that sepul- 
chre there blazes the light of heaven, while beneath 
that light there springs the flower, the amen of the 
restoration of paradise in its unfading bowers and 
groves. Oh ! there is not, in the privation of friends 
who thus " die in the Lord," and there is not, in the 
prospect of our own departure to the narrow house 
appointed for all living, that which is not susceptible 
of comfort and delight, and we can return to our habi- 
tations and quietly wait and expect the coming of the 
end. No, the form we have loved we shall meet again 
where life shall exist in the purest happiness, and 
where in high communion we shall abide for ever- 
more. * Wherefore, comfort one another with these 
words.* " * 

Any other view than this would but ill accord with 
the Scriptures of truth, which dear Harriet loved so 
much, therefore we feel quite justified in saying that 
the momentary dimness of her faith did in no respects 
interfere with her firm hold of the true doctrine of the 
resurrection, as taught us in the word of inspiration. 

Amongst her writings and papers were found many 
little testimonies of her different states of mind, and 
some scraps preserved for the especial purpose of 
keeping before her eye various sentiments which she 
held with profound sacredness. There were some 
German verses, and the text, inscribed upon a book- 
mark ; namely, — 

* Rey. James Parsons. 
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" .TTTP.RR, HIER 1ST GUT SEIN ' Matt. xvii. 4. 

".Hier ist gut sein I also sagen 
Droben in der HimiDelsfreud, 
Die da Kron und Falmen tragen, 
Angeklied't mit Herrliohkeit ; 
O, wie ist uns hier so wohl, 
Wir Bind alles Frostes yoll, 
"Wir sind aller Angst entbunden, 
Alles Leiden ist verschwenden. ' 

The English trauslation may be read as follows ; 
but in either language the true state of the resurrec- 
tion- body is sufficiently and clearly indicated : — 

" Lord, it is good to be here." Matt. xvii. 4. 

" Here it is good ! — They also say, 
Who yonder, near the heavenly throne. 
In angel robes, of white array, 
Now bear the Victor's palm and crown ! 
Oh I it is good to dwell above, 
For here no tears are ever shed, 
Eternal peace and sacred love. 
And all our mortal anguish fled." 

It is not intended here to enter upon any mere specu • 
lative views, or give any enlarged proofs that the resur- 
rection-body will preserve its identity. But it may 
occur to some readers that the Apostle Paul says 
** The dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall 
be changed^ Although this word " changed" has 
been the difficulty thrown by sceptics in the way of 
this Christian doctrine, yet there is nothing recurring 
oftener in nature than the change of a thing, which 
preserves at the same time its own identity. Whether 
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it be a blade of grass, an ear of corn, the features of the 
sky, or the landscape, or the countenance of some dear 
friend we love. 

** The hour is coming, in which all that are in the 
grave shall hear His voice, and shall come forth." 
Then " shall He change our vile bodies^ that they may 
be fashioned like unto His glorious body.*' Nor will 
all this change prove in the least inconsistent with 
absolute identity. Lord Brougham has beautifully 
remarked : — 

" It is a part of the Christian doctrine, that the Deity 
created matter, and can mould*as well as create. There- 
fore a single particle of the former body could be just 
as easily formed by Divine power into a whole body, 
resembling the one last united to the soul on earth, as 
He can raise that body, or continue the existence of 
the soul. Nor will it only be similarity, there willbe iden- 
tity ; for personal identity does not at all depend upon 
the proportion of particles which remain united with 
each other, else no individual could feel and believe 
that he was the same one year as another. But unless 
this, or some such view as this, be taken of the subject, 
the objection becomes irresistible. Thoughtless and 
zealous persons have sometimes fancied that they could 
overcome it by saying that with the Deity all things 
are possible ; or, which is the same thing, that by 
working a miracle He can give each soul exactly its 
former body. But those things only are possible, 
which involve no contradictions ; and it is as utter a 
contradiction in terms, and in ideas, to suppose the 
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same particles belonging to different bodies and differ- 
ent souls at one and the same time, as to suppose that 
the whole can be greater than the sum of all its parts. 
So, a miracle means the suspension of the laws of 
nature, or a deviation from those rules prescribed by 
the Divine power. But the giving the same particles 
to different bodies and souls at the same time is not 
suspending the laws of nature, but altering the truths 
of mathematics, which are necessary, clear, and indis- 
putable." 

We have diverged a little from the main line of our 
subject, in this narrative, to glance in brief at a few 
important particulars, and the last we have noticed is 
not the least important of them all. Let us, however, 
before we close this chapter, make one other obser- 
vation. 

The doctrine of the restoration of the body which 

we now bear about with us, from the ruin which falls 
upon it at death, although one of pure revelation, is 
not to be contradicted by reason, nor has reason, 
rightly employed, attempted to contradict it. It is, 
moreover, a subject of great, momentous consequence 
to us all. " Why should it be thought a thing incre- 
dible that God should raise the dead ? " It cannot be 
proved to be impossible, and our God is a God of om- 
nipotent power. Have we no analogies to draw from 
either the vegetable or the animal world ? Yes, from 
both. And these things being both possible and 
actual, who shall argue that impossibility exists only 
in the higher forms of life— the spiritual world ? 
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Now look at the tiny seed which we cast into the 
ground, and which we observe passes through the slow 
process of apparent decay. To the eye of sense it is 
certainly lost, or what is more to our purpose, it has 
undergone such a change that it is seed no longer. 
No, it has become the corn-stalk that waves in the 
morning breeze upon the golden corn-field, or it is 
the plant that adorns our well-kept flower-garden, and 
rejoices our sense with its fragrant perfume, or it is 
the graceful tree that overshadows the lawn, or erects 
its noble head as the glory of the forest, where " the 
birds of the air make their nest." But even there, 
on closer inspection, we find, the very same seed, only 
multiplied a thousandfold. 

Happily for the believer, however, he is not left to 
prove the truth of the resurrection of his body from 
either possibility or analogy, he has the voice of his 
Saviour, the truth of Eevelation. " I am the resurrec- 
tiony and the life; he that believeth in Me, though he 
were dead, yet shall he live, and whosoever liveth and 
believeth in Me shall never die.'* 

And yet, once again we have watched the insect un- 
dergo its wonderful transition, when for a long time it 
has lain apparently lifeless and dead, and in form alto- 
gether changed, and yet ^e know it to be the same we 
saw crawling while still in life. But is it dead ? No, 
it sleeps ! It receives this name sleep, just as the 
Christian's exit from the shores of mortality does, 
when we say of him, in the loving Saviour's words, 
" Our friend sleepeth" 
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But now behold! that worm has burst the me6,u 
tenement in which it was confined ; it comes forth from 
its chrysalis, in beauty of form and radiancy of colours 
that astonish the beholder. The atmosphere is now 
its chariot, the sunbeam is its world of glory, and it 
carries on its own gaudy wings the very hues of love- 
liness. Wonderful creature ! And yet, not more won- 
derful than the change that is to be wrouyht in tis, when 
we shall be clothed upon with our house from heaven 
when " this mortal shall put on immortality,** 

" The creeping worm that weak, and weaiy, 

W^as slombering in its narrow cell. 
Enraptured, bursts that prison dreary, 

And fluttering leaves its withered shell : 
Gently moTing, gaily roving 

Far away from earthly care, 
Soaring brightly, waited lightly 

Through the boundless fields of air." 



CHAPTER XIV. 



®|t lark pbtr. 



"WhEH thou PASSEST through the waters, I WILL BE WITH 
THEE ; AND THROUGH THE RIVERS, THET SHALL NOT OVERFLOW THEE.'' 

— Isa. xliii. 2. 

'•Though waves and storms go o'er my head. 
Though slxength, and health, and friends be gone, 
Though joys he withered all and dead. 
Though every comfort be -withdrawn ; 
On this my steadfast soul relies — 
Father, Thy mercy never dies. 

'* Fixed on this ground will I remiain. 

Though my heart fail and flesh decay; 

This anchor shall my soul sustain, 

"When earth's foundations melt away, 

Mercy's full power I then shall proven- 
Loved with an everlasting love."^ 

ZlKZBNDORV. 




^AEELY in any age, or in any country, have any 
large number of persons been found who were 
prepared to deny their belief in the existence 
of a world of spirits. With regard to their existence, 
or their various classifications, or their ministrations, 
whether in heaven or upon earth, there are, however, 
such a variety of opinions, that it would be useless to 
attempt the enumeration of them. 

In resuming the thread of our narrative, we come 
upon a circumstance which aroused in Harriet's mind 
a desire to know something more about the spirit- world, 
and especially the offices and engagements of guardian 
angels. She had reclined upon her pillow, convers- 
ing with her mother, when it seemed all at once to 
occur to her to make the following remarks : — 

" Mamma, I forget now whether I ever told you of a 
vision that I once had ? I am convinced, as well as I 
ever could be convinced of anything in this world, that 
it was a vision, and I have retained the remembrance 
of it in my mind ever since it happened. You remem- 
ber when we were at B , and I was ill with the 

hooping-cough ? Well, it was one evening when I was 
in bed, and I was all alone, for you were gone into the 
town, but it was quite light at the time. 

" As soon as you had left me, I began to think that, 
as I was so unwell, it would be nothing strange if I 
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should become worse and die. As it was jast at the 
time when I was becoming so mystified about faith 
and original sin, my mind soon fell into the old cur- 
rent of thought, how could I ever become fit to enter 
heaven ? I began to think that we were all sinners, 
as I had been told, and yet, that unless I was a good 
girl I could never enter that blessed place, and still, I 
knew that I could never make myself good enough, 
therefore I became very tmhappy, Q,nd cried dreadfully, 
believing that I must really be lost if I were to die 
soon. 

" All at once I saw, standing at the foot of the bed, 
the most beautiful being that could ever be imagined, 
and she was looking at me, and smiling so happily, just 
as if it was on purpose to comfort me. And somehow 
she seemed so to belong to me, and looked so lovingly, 
that I did not feel in the least degree afraid. Do you 
think, dear Mamma, that that was my guardian angel? 
For it must have been an angel, because I know as 
well as possible that I was quite wide awake, and had 
been crying at that time/' 

It was difficult, Mrs. Cameron felt, to give just such 
an answer to this enquiry as Harriet wished ; at the 
same time, the mind could only rest on such probabi- 
lities as the circumstances admitted of, remembering 
that we have it on the authority of God's Word that 
some of the Lord's host have at various times encircled 
those who were of the number of the blood-bought 
throng* And who could doubt that this dear child 
was one of them ? '' The angel of the Lord encampeth 
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round about them that fear Him." At the same time 
let each reader who is sufficiently interested in the 
subject, form his own conclusion, if he does not wholly 
indulge in the impression shared by several, that this 
was an angelic visitation. 

In Germany, such views are by no means singular, 
as will appear from some lines inscribed in an album, 
which was one Christmas presented to Harriet. The 
lines were written by one of her schoolfellows, thus : — 

" Uber dir 
Waoh ein Engel fur und fur, 
Vor des Lebens rauhen Sturmen, 
Mag er immer dich beschirmen, 
Und in jener blauen Feme, 
Magen dir ziim Gluck die Sterne, 
Ziehen fur und fur 

Uber dir." 

Which lines read, when literally rendered — 

*' Over thee 
Let an angel watch continually; 
In the face of life's rough storms, 

May he ever shield thee ; 
And in yonder blooming land 
May the stars for thy success 
Travel continually 

Over thee" 

We are unable, who are still in the bo.dy, to grasp 
this subject in all its sublimities. It relates so entirely 
to the immaterial, the invisible, the spiritual world, 
that it is not to be expected we shall ever, while on 
earth, realize the whole truth. Enough if our faith 
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can discover multitudes of these mysterious and invi- 
sible messengers of God '* sent forth to minister for them 
who shall he heirs of salvation,'' " bearing them up in 
all their ways," and appearing, as they did to Jacob of 
old, on the " ladder " which reaches to our home and 
our rest. 

On several occasions Harriet had visits from her 
dear cousin already referred to ; these visits she much 
enjoyed, and looked for their return. One day her 
cousin was accompanied by a Christian friend who 
felt deeply interested in the spiritual welfare of Mrs. 
Cameron and her daughter. In the course of conver- 
sation this lady mentioned having either heard of, or 
witnessed, the last moments of a pious woman, who at 
that crisis had no sense of her parti(mlar safety, and 
who, upon surprise being expressed that one like her 
should not at such a time enjoy sensible comfort and 
assurance, observed, *' Cannot I trust my Heavenly 
Father to put me to bed in the dark ? " 

It was not to be wondered at that Harriet should 
notice this remark, and form her own opinion thereon. 
In allusion to it she afterwards said — 

**I cannot think that it was, under the circumstances, 
an appropriate observation. Certainly, when we know 
and are sure that we are going to such a comfortable 
place as bed is, we should not much care about going 
there in the dark. But, according to my feelings, such 
a death as the lady described seems more to resemble 
being cast down into a deep, dark, and dreary pit, 
where, although you could not see your Saviour, yet 
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you would firmly believe He was standing at the bot- 
tom of it, and that He would sorely catch you in His 
arms/' 

It would be difficult to say whether few or many, in 
their last moments, realize the solemn experience here 
depicted. It is doubtless a feeling most undesirable, 
to have no certain assurance of a calm, safe deliverance 
just as we are crossing 

" The tide that bears our deathless souls 
To vast eternity." 

Dark as that valley is through which the *' Jordan's 
cold flood " stiU rolls, it is delightful to think of the 
numbers who have had ^^ light all through'' that valley. 
" Thou art with me," says Lady Powerscourt ; " this 
is the rainbow of light thrown across the valley ; for 
there is no need of sun or moon where covenant- love 
illumes." One of the last sentences uttered by the 
pious Rutherford was, " Oh, that all my brethren may 
know what a master I have served, and what peace I 
have this day ! This night'shall close the door, and 
put my anchor within the veil." 

There were times when Harriet seemed disinclined 
to listen to any account of the last hours of Christians, 
having, as it was understood, some fears lest she should 
not be similarly favoured with peaceful or triumph- 
ant feelings at such a crisis. 

" Besides," she once mournfully remarked, " I fear 
that my death will not resemble that of one of those 
happy Christians, of whom I have sometimes read." 
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A distinguished writer makes the following beautiful 
remark upon this gloomy subject : — 

" From the mouth of the grave the world retires ; it 
shrinks from the contest there. It leaves a clear and 
open space in which the Gospel can assert its claims, 
and unveil its glories without opposition or fear. There 
the infidel and worldling look anxiously around ; but 
the world has left them helpless, and fled. There the 
Christian looks around, and lo, the Angel of Mercy is 
standing close by his side. The Gospel kindles a 
torch, which not only irradiates * the valley of the sha- 
dow of death,* but throws a radiance into the world 
beyond, and reveals it peopled with the departed spi- 
rits of those who have died in Jesus." 

" Brief life is here our portioD, 
Brief sorrows, short-lived care : 
The life that knows no ending, 
The tearless life, is there I 

There, glory 3 et unheard of 

Shall shed abroad its ray, 
Resolving all enigmas, — 

An endless Sabbath-day I " 

Among scenes that were pleasing, and which are 
now. consolatory to the feelings to recall, were the 
times when she felt able to recline upon her weary 
couch, and either peruse, or listen to some one reading, 
the little books and pamphlets which were sent her by 
a kind relative for that purpose. There were among 
these two or three sermons by Mr. Spurgeon, and one 
of them, entitled " The Treasure of Grace," was the 



THE DARK EIVER. 335 

means of affording to her spirit especial comfort and 
delight. She appeared to realize the precious privi- 
leges and infinite provisions of the Covenant of Grace, 
in a way she had never before enjoyed. The tract 
concluded with a brief account of a fellow-sufferer, one 
who had been a partaker of like precious faith, and it 
led Mrs. Cameron to remark — 

" Why, that exactly describes you, Harriet." 

" I was thinking so," she replied, " only I fear for 
myself, lest I should have any increase of sufferings, 
and that I should then dishonour God by feeling im- 
patient under them." 

It is pleasing to reflect upon the circumstance that 
such timid forebodings only existed within herself, and 
that, so far as her friends could judge, she both lived 
to the glory, and died in the embrace of her dear 
Bedeemer, who saved her by His blood. 

Miss D , the kind Christian friend we have pre- 
viously spoken of, had sent to Harriet, in April, a copy 
of the Eev. J. C. Kyle's " Spiritual Songs," of which 
one or two had been read to her daily. Of these she 
was particularly fond. On the Friday morning, July 
13th, when her mother opened the book, Harriet 
looked tenderly towards her and said — 

" Read to me only of heaven" 

** Oh 1 talk to me of heaven ! I love 
To hear about my home above ; 
For there doth many a loved one dwell 
In light and joy ineffable. 
Oh, tell me how they shine and sing, 
While every harp rings echoing, 

Q 
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And every glad and tearless eje 
Beams like the bright son gloriously : 
Tell me of that lictorions palm 

Eaeh hand in glory beareth ; 
Tell me of that celestial calm 

£aeh face in glory weareth.** * 

" Bead to me only of heaven. Mamma, for now I 
shall very soon be there.** 

It was now delightfol to see that the holy calm and 
tranqnillity of her home of rest had once again gathered 
around her dear soul, which was only waiting until 
angels came to convoy it to the many-mansioned 
kingdom. 

As the sixty-second and sixty-fourth hymns occurred 
in the order of reading — the intervening one having 
been marked by her friend as amongst those first to 
be perused — Mrs. Cameron could not help observing 
how singularly adapted they were to her wishes, as 
descriptive of heaven. The first of these begins — 

" I have a home above, 

From sin and sorrow free; 
A mansion which Eternal Love 
Designed and formed /or us." 

The other hymn reads — 

*' I hear a voice at dawn of day, 
And to my heart it seems to say. 
When sorrow dims hope's brightest ray, 
* There's rest in heaven.' 



• Caroline Bowles. 
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*' Blest words I which tell of nought but joy, 
Of endless rest without alloy, 
Well may they oft our thoughts employ — 
* There's rest in H£a\en.' " 

Besides these there were many other hymns in the 
little book that Harriet greatly loved, and especially 
those written by Dr. £onar ; she also observed to her 

mother, that she was very glad Miss D had been 

80 kind as to send her that sweet collection of hymns, 
for now she began to be of the opinion that poetry is 
far better adapted than prose to express some of our 
higher sentiments and feelings. , 

A few days before this Mrs. Cameron had read to 
her from the *' Sunday at Home," and upon her men- 
tioning the title of those mournfully-beautiful lines, 
" My Lambs," Harriet wished to hear them read ; but 
daring their perusal she became so much affected, be- 
lieving the words to be expressive of what she deemed 
would be her fond mother's sense of her loss, that it 
was very difficult for Mrs. Cameron to check her rising 
emotions, and conclude the reading. 

Amongst her kind visitors, during the period of her 

affliction, was a lady Harriet dearly loved, Mrs. B , 

of D— . Upon one occasion, after bidding this 
friend farewell, previous to her departure for the 
North, Harriet sat watching at the window all the 
afternoon, to see if she could observe her passing 
again, assigning as her reason for so doing, that it 
seemed to take off the sharpness of parting to have 
one more shadowy farewell after the real one. 
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It was the husband of this lady, whose sermons, it 
is believed, aided in unconsciously producing a more 
hopeful state of mind in Harriet, that afterwards took 

a deep interest in her spiritual welfare. Miss D , 

in referring to this subject, has remarked that she 
believes the last sermon that Harriet heard from him 
was one remarkably appropriate to her then state of 
mind. The text was, " But unto you that fear My 
name shall the Sun of Righteousness arise with heal- 
ing in His wings." * 
On Saturday, the 14tli, while Mrs. Cameron was 

reading a letter to her from Miss D , Harrietts 

countenance became suddenly lit up with such a sweet 
expression of calm and holy rapture, that at first it was 
difficult to imagine the cause. But, upon reflection, 
her mother discovered that she had just been reading 
the words, " In Thy presence is fulness of joy ; at Thy 
right hand there are pleasures for evermore *' She after* 
wards dwelt upon the tender solicitude which this 
kind friend and correspondent had always evinced 
towards her ; and she also spoke in affectionate terms 
of the pastor and his wife, who resided in the same 
town, at the same time observing — 

"I think that the conversations I formerly had with 

Miss D , and the encouraging tenor of Mr. B 's 

sermons, were, although unperceived at the time, of 
real spiritual benefit to me ; certainly their influence 
wrought upon my mind, for I was less despouding 
when I left D , than when I went there." 

• Malachi ir. 2. 
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And then, upon referring to her beloved teacher 
Miss O , she remarked — 

" They little guessed how much I loved some of 
them at F ." 

After this she became, for a time, and while free 
from agony, still and quiet. She did not forget, how- 
ever, to refer once and again to one of her beloved 
schoolfellows, who had been a chosen and esteemed 
companion while with her in the institution, and to 
give a particular charge concerning her. Of the min- 
ister also she again spoke with her usual terms of 
reverence and affection, saying how much she had 
valued some of his expositions of the prophecies; 
especially those which make more direct reference to 
God's once-favoured people, whose conversion and 
restoration to their own land, she would often say, she 
hoped was not far from being accomplished. 

For all who pass on the pilgrim's road it is appointed 
that they shall come, sooner or later, to the stream 
which separates from the scene of their toil and that 
glorious country "from whose bourn no traveller 
returns." Why then do we so start, or wonder, when 
we reach, perhaps unexpectedly, its sombre margin ? 
Have we not then fought our last fight ? Are not our 
eyes about to be dried, to be dimmed no more with the 
tears of sorrow for ever ? Why is it then that the 
stoutest heart is so often appalled, notwithstanding the 
gracious promises of God's holy word ? * It is because 
darkness, and perhaps chillness, still cover that river* 
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Its waves are not at all times BtiU. Beminding one so 
mach of the Scriptural figure, "the swelling of Jordan." 

And now she began to enter this dark river^ which 
separates between this and that shore of brightness and 
glory, where 

" Jesus, the forerunner waits 
To welcome travellers home." 

Excepting those periods of agony and mortal strife, 
which all who suffer as she had done, more or less 
experience, her moments were not rendered mournful 
by reason of unusual obscurities of soul, or because 
she deemed the Lord had forsaken her. No, He never 
took His presence away, and so only the " shadow of 
death*' made those waters dark and chilly. But even 
under such circumstances, some of us who have watched 
by the bed-side of the dying, can testify that the Chris- 
tian is frequently led to " cry out" for fear. Gentle 
is the voice of love and tenderness that is heard across 
those tossing billows — ^^Itislf be not afraid.'^ 

This is the wondrous secret of the calm departure 
of the worn and weary pilgrim ; not that " death's cold 
flood'* is perfectly quiet, but that there is the presence 
of One, whose heavenly voice can say " be stilV* When 
We take our last gaze of our loved ones, and can see in 
them nothing more than weakness, and prostration of 
this feeble body, when the action of the mind has ceased 
to manifest itself, and the memory has fled, when the 
low voices of attached friends are no longer heard, and 
their looks of love are unregarded, and when the gentle 
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pressure of our hands is only returned by an icy thrill, 
then will the presence of Jesus, and the power of His 
dear namey prove of sufficient efficacy to hush the rising 
disquietude of the soul He loves. And, as in the days 
of His flesh, amid the morning silence. He ''stood 
upon the shore;" so even now, to the believer crossing 
•* Jordan's tide," the Saviour appears standing ready 
to meet him, for a moment He may be unknown^ but 
presently the believer sees U is Jesus. 

** Other wftters, cold and misty. 
In the wet sandg grandly singing. 

Bear a swinging 
Little bark— called life by men,. 
While the bark is swinging slowly, 

That most Holy 
Watcher looks: light silvers then 
On the waters, cold and misty. 

•* Hearts are waiting, eyes are weeping, 
Falls a voice, O sweet, but broken I 

Fails a token, 
Light, bedimmed with blinding mist 
Take us where there are no ocean's 

Wild commotions ; 
Where we shall not know, Christ, 
Weary hearts, or tear- wet eyelids.** 



CHAPTER XV. 



|0M at "giSt. 



*' Fob wb know that ip oub eabthlt house of this tabebnaclb 
webe dissolyed, we have a buildina of god, an house not made 
with hands, etebnal in the heayens." — 3 cor. y. 1. 

" Calm on the 'bosozn of thy Godi 
Fair spixitj rest thee now ! 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod. 
His seal was on thy brow. 

•' Dust, to its narrow house beneath— 
Soul, to its place on high! 
They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die." 

Mbb. Hxmaitb. 




FTEN we look back over some of the difficult 
places which we have crossed, in our wilder- 
ness life-journey, and recall to mind the kind 
hand that lent us help when assistance was most neces* 
sary. So it is with the Christian. There are the 
" fords" in his Jabbok, and when he has passed over 
he finds, on being "left alone," that an Angel Friend 
was indeed near him all the while, — it was Jesus. The 
river still rolls on ; Jabbok is passed ; the Angel of the 
Covenant confers the blessing, and the praying saint 
has " prevailed." His course is now onward and 
upward, and he goes forth rejoicing, like Jacob at 
Peniel, " I have seen God face to face, and my life is 
preserved." 

We now come to speak of the last hours of those 
sufferings in the flesh, which were " but for a moment," 
in Miss Cameron's experience. She enjoyed a few 
happy moments during the afternoon of the Saturday 
preceding her death, in the loved society of her cousin 
Annie. She greatly delighted in this intercourse ; and 
it afterwards transpired thai she had besought her dear 
cousin to be as a daughter to her mother, when she 
could herself no longer fulfil the loving duties of a 
child. 

For several days Harriet had only been able to 
remain for a few minutes at a time in one position, as 
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it might be said the poor body became literally con- 
sumed by disease. And it was on this evening in par- 
ticular, that she had requested Mrs. Cameron, if possi- 
ble, to remain by her side all through the night. It 
was evident that she then felt that her mortal frame was 
dissolving, and she gave expression to words which 
signified that she knew she was dying. 

The next day — Sabbath-day, the 16th, there was 
very little change, if any. She listened to some of 
those sweet hymns she loved, but the power of con- 
tinued conversation had now failed. The following 
was the last hymn read to her, the sixty-sixth in 
Kyle's Selection : — 

*• Thee will I love, my strength, my tower ; 

Thee will I love, my joy, my crown ; 
Thee wiU I love with all my power. 

In all Thy words, and Thee alone : 
Thee vnll I love till sacred fire 
Fills my whole soul with pure desire. 

" Ah t why did I so late Thee know. 
Thou lovelier than the sons of men ? 
Ah I why did I no sooner go 

To Thee, the only ease in pain ? 
Ashamed I sigh and inly mourn, 
That I so late to Thee did turn. 

*' I thank Thee, uncreated Son, 

That Thy bright beams on me have shined, 
I Thank Thee, who hast overthrown 

My foes, and healed my wounded mind, 
I thank Thee, whose enlivening voice 
Bids my freed heart in Thee rejoice. 



HOME AT LAST. 337 

•• Thee will I love, my joy, my crown ; 

Thee will I love, my Lord, my God ; 
Thee will I love, beneath Thy frown. 

Or smile, Thy sceptre, or Thy rod. 
What though my flesh and heart decay, 

Thee shall I love in endless day." 

That night Harriet made the same request for her 
mother to sit hy her side until the morning. 

Early the next day, Monday, she was persuaded to 
take a small amount of nourishment. It was always 
difficult to prevail upon her to do so, as she had no 
longer the necessary strength to reject the accumu- 
lated phlegm. Upon attempting to swallow the food 
thus offered, she was seized with symptoms of suffoca- 
tion, from which she only slowly recovered, after an 
agonizing struggle of nearly two hours. 

Mrs. Cameron says, that during the time the pa- 
roxysm lasted, and while huge drops of sweat stood 
upon poor Harriet's crimsoned face, she gave such a 
look of piteous resignation as can never be forgotten. 
It was then, in the entreaties of wild anguish, that her 
mother prayed that, if it was the Lord's will, her 
daughter might not be thus taken from her. 

The laborious breathing continued ; it was the sure 
precursor of dissolution. The whole of that day was 
passed by her friends in ejaculatory prayers and silent 
breathings to the adorable Power which alone could 
prevent a return of the paroxysms. Then did the feeling 
touch that mother's heart, that she loved her child 
almost to idolatry. 



938 WHISPERINGS OF TBUTH. 

About eleven o'clock the same night, Harriet again 
made her request that she might not be left. And, 
tenderly taking her parent's hand, and holding it, while 
asking her to watch by her side, she softly uttered — 

'' For I love you, dear IVfamma, and feel happier 
when you are always near me." 

Alas! the spirit was willing enough, but oh, how 
weak the flesh ! for her mother had had nothing but 
continual watchings for many nights as well as days. 
Therefore Mrs. Cameron couldnotrefrainfromsaying — 

** My darling, let me but lie down for fire minutes 
only, on the couch opposite to you, when I may, I trust, 
be refreshed, and then able to sit by you the whole 
night through." 

To this Harriet gave her consent, provided her mo- 
ther would not sleep, but as might have been expected, 
in Mrs. Cameron's exhausted condition, it seemed 
but an instant before she fell into a slumber, from which 
she was hurriedly awoke by Harriet's calling, as now 
it was evident she felt her end rapidly approaching. 

On awaking, however, it was rather a strange feeling 
that possessed Mrs. Cameron, for she fancied that her 
daughter had rallied; that possibly the crisis had 
passed, and that after all her beloved child might be re- 
stored to her arms once more ! We often find when 
our wishes incline in a particular direction our thoughts 
take singular shapes, and like the imagined draperies 
of angels among the fleecy morning clouds, our fancies 
build strange structures, that afterwards, like airy 
visions, vanish into nothing. 
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Happy in this suddenly-formed opinion, Mrs. Came- 
ron uttered her thoughts aloud, and gave expression to 
her belief that now a favourable change had taken place ^ 
and at the mention of this she thought that Harriet 
looked gratified. Her mother even went so far as to 
recommend the taking some nourishment, and hoped 
that Harriet would try and receive some more fre- 
quently. Alas ! it was only a momentary delusion, 
shewing to how slender a cord, a rope of sand, we are 
sometimes ready to moor our hopes, when it is a mat- 
ter that concerns those tender ties that twine so closely 
about our hearts. 

Harriet had been lying the whole of that day, Mon- 
day, with her hands meekly folded on her bosom, 
gently breathing out her spirit into the hands of her 
Saviour. Few were the words addressed to her, and 
those were chiefly selected from the Word of life, such 
as were thought would be familiar to her mind, or a 
line of some sweet hymn, that expressed, as it was sup- 
posed, her soul's longings. Her mother here remarks, 
that as she sat gazing upon Harriet's countenance, it 
assumed such an appearance as she had never before 
beheld. It became quite different, in its expression, 
from anything that she had ever seen or fancied pre^ 
viously. The appearance was remarkable, such a sub- 
limely-chastened, broken-hearted look of amazement, 
especially about the eyelids. As those words of the 
sacred writer were in an instant suggested to the 
thoughts, " It pleased the Father to bruise Him,'* so 
the next step was equally easy, namely, for the imagi- 
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nation to behold in Harriet a reflection of the image of 
Christ, the Captain of our salvation, who was Himself 
" made perfect through suffering." For now, in her, 
the work would be shortly finished, the Refiner's work, 
and thenceforth she would ascend and share His glory. 
Filled as her mind would be with such thoughts, it was 
not unnatural, although not altogether wise, for Mrs. 
Cameron to utter, almost unconsciously — 

" You look Christ-like, my Harriet, in these intense 
Bufferings, and I trust you feel Christ-like." 

In a moment she glanced in the direction from 
whence the sounds of her mother's voice proceeded^ 
and meekly murmured — 

" I ain not worthy to he compared^ 

About a couple of hours previous to this, she had 
requested that prayer might be offered up on her 
behalf, saying, she felt herself unable to engage in 
prayer at that time. Upon the enquiry being put, as 
to what particularreference should be made, in address- 
ing the Almighty's throne, she feebly replied — 

"Pray for this pain to be removed; for I can 
scarcely endure it." 

It was noticed that she did not add, and it was con- 
jectured she felt too weak to do so, as she had before 
uniformly done — 

" Provided that it is the wUl of Ood,for I only wish 
His wiU to be done.** 

But none could doubt that this was still the desire 
of her soul. Her mother also observed it, and says — 

" I took notice that this petition for her pain to be 
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removed receired no answer, but at the same time, I 
believed that the Lord was verily a God "nigh at 
hand," and that He required me now to resign entirely 
into His hands my dearest earthly treasure. There- 
fore, by faith I solemnly committed her . to Him — a 
very present Saviour — praying Him to take her in 
His own way, and in His own good time ; for I felt 
that He loved her far more than I did. In my inmost 
soul I cried, * Lord, hold her in Thine arms of love 
so securely that nothing in the last mortal struggle 
may be able to pluck her thence.' " 

" Throagh dreary days, and darker nights, 

To trace the march of death ; 
To hear the faint and frequent sigh, 

The quick and shortened breath ; 
To watch the last dread strife draw near, 

And pray that struggle brief. 
Though all is ended with its close ; 

This is a mother's grief. 

" Yet when the first wild throb is past. 

Of anguish and despair. 
To lift the eye of faith to heaven, 

And think, « My child is there / * 
This best can dry the gushing tears, 

This yields the heart relief; 
Until the Christian's pious hope 

O'ercomes a mother's grief." ♦ 

Tuesday morning, July 17th, had not as yet dawned, 
but the hour was rapidly approaching when the long- 
tried and agonized invalid was to be " not unclothed, 

♦ Rev. T. Dale. 
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but clothed npoiif that mortality might be swallowed 
np of life." It was about five o'clock when she felt 
the choking sensations returning, and requested her 
mother to call their usual attendant, providing it was 
not too early to disturb her rest. 

Harriet then desired to be removed, but was shortly 
afterwards seized with strong convulsions. She looked 
at her mother with an expression of alarm upon her 
countenance, who, with a feeling that the sight was too 
painful to look upon, turned away her face, as did also 
the attendant. Harriet then uttered a long and bitter 
cry, but which was no sooner over, than she fell into 
a state of apparent unconsciousness, and remained 
quite calm for about the space of two hours. 

Once after that she requested to be slightly turned 
in the bed ; then convulsions again ensued ; and then 
her beautiful head was flung back, and she wa$ gone t 
Gone from the throes of mortal pain to everlasting 
bliss ! Gone to the presence of her blessed Saviour 
and her God, to serve Him day and night in His 
glorious temple ! 

** Oh, bftppj retribution f 
Short toil, eternal rent; 
For niortals and for nnnen , 
A ranntion with the blent/' 

But let us not undraw the curtain farther than to 
disclose one or two of the more minute circumstances 
of that solemn hour. In a communication addressed 
by Mrs. Cameron to a friend, she says — 
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** It may be interesting to some persons to know what 
my own feelings were, after the painful event which I thus 
witnessed. I must observe, then, that I had always antici- 
pated a very different end for one like her. And, although 
I would not wish to murmur, I cannot help recalling the 
feeling of what was very much like a disappointment. I 
think I should have rejoiced if I could have heard one word 
fall from her dear lips at the very last. But it was not to be. 

"And I cannot help recalling another circumstance which 
happened in connection with her last moments. As you 
know it is the case with many invalids, so it was with her, 
she wished that there might be no whispering in the room, 
near to her. This was, I think, all that she ever expressed 
concerning any annoyance. We had carefully refrained 
from everything of the kind, until just as her spirit was 
departing ; when, believing that she had again spoken to 
the attendant on her side of the bed, I whispered over her ; 
upon which the attendant also whispered, enquiring of her 
whether she had spoken — whether she wished to be turned 
again ? She had just time to murmur ' No,' when the con- 
vulsions re-commenced, and after that the dear one breathed 
her last. 

** I need not now endeavour to explain, what must be 
easily understood, the compunction I have sometimes felt, 
lest, in the very last moments, I was innocently the cause 
of any irritation or disturbance to the departing soul. But 
at such times I have recalled those sweet words, and which 
seemed as almost spoken to me — ' Said I not unto thee, that 
if thou wouldest believe, thou shouldest see the glory of 
God?' And then I thought of the absence of Jesus from 
the death-bed of Lazarus ; he was ' the friend ' whom Jesus 
loved ; and one night this thought was very powerfully im* 
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pressed upon my mind as I realized the scene recorded in 
the Gospel. This appeared very remarkable too, for on 
the succeeding morning a friend brought me that interest- 
ing book to read, ' Memories of Bethany.' 

» » » » « 

"Let me however add, that from such sad experiences as 
these, I have been led to know and feel more of the truth 
and doctrines of Sovereign Grace and Love ; and that no- 
thing can ' separate us from the love of God which is in 
Christ Jesus our Lord.' How sweet a solace that verse in 
Genesis has afforded me — ' The dove found no rest for the 
sole of her foot, and she returned unto him into the ark, 
for the waters were on the face of the whole earth : then 
he put forth his hand, and took her, and pulled her in unto 
him into the ark,' ' He doeth all things well.' ' Just and 
true are all Thy ways, Thou King of Saints.' " 

There is one thought, kind reader, that comes burst- 
ing forth to occupy our minds on all such occasions as 
these which have just been referred to. Sometimes it 
takes the form of an enquiry, — Wftere a/re our loved 
ones now ? 

We stand by the couch of pain ; we still linger by 
the bed of death ; and after every sigh, and groan, and 
sound has ceased ; after death's own solemn and still 
voice has spoken; we begin to suffer imagination to 
operate, and draw some pictures of the unseen, but 
not the less real because unseen, world of spirits. 
And what are the circumstances attendant upon that 
future state ? What is the blessedness of those abodes 
of joy? What are the surrounding scenes, or who 
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are the companions that mingle in the bright and 
everlasting throng ? Deeply interesting as the ques- 
tion becomes — and the more so the more we ponder 
it — ^upon this subject God's Word is silent, and so 
must we be. All we know of those who have departed 
in Faith and Hope, is this — They are ^^for ever with 
the Lord!'* 

** Tbey live, the beautifal, the dead. 
Like stars of Are above our head ; 
They tnilj live who have been led 

To God's right hand ; 
Have fonnd beyond earth's doubt and dread 

The Better Land. 

** There is a windless, stormless calm ; 
There is a heaven-sent healing balm ; 
There is a fountain and a palm, 

And heaven's own dew; 
The sound as of a chanted psalm, 
For all who view. 

"Above the sighing of the shroud, 
Above the thunder, low or loud. 
Above the storm, above the cloud. 

Above the foam, 
A rest — God-given, God-endow'd — 
Their Fathee's home." • 



• J. W. Fletcher. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



im <§iiVs 0ton <ilffrj. 



" Great and mabvellous ake Thy works. Lord God Almighty ; 

JUST AND TRUE ARE ThY WAYS, ThOU KiNQ OF SAINTS. WhO SHALL 

NOT FEAR Thee, O Lord, and glorify Thy name ? " — Bev. xv. i>, 4. 

* The storm is o'err- and hark! a still small voice 
Steals on the ear, to say Jehovah's choice 

Is ever vith the soft, nieek, tender so\il; 
By soft, meek, tender w^ays He loves to draw 
The sinner, startled by His vays of awe: 

Here is our Lord, and not where thunders roll. 

" Go, to the world return, nor fear to cast 
Thy bread upon the waters, sure at last 

In joy to find it afber many days. 
The work be thine, the fruit thy children's part ; 
Choose to believe, not see ; si^ht tempts the heart 
From sober walking in true Gospel ways." 

KSBLX. 




^IGHT is the time when we frequently expe- 
rience our bitterest griefs. It is not only a 
figure usod by some of the sacred writers, 
particularly the Psalmist, but we find it so in our daily 
life. There hangs around us the dark and gloomy 
cloud of night ; and while that lasts how often do our 
minds grow sombre at the same time. Faith, joy y and 
hope, are all for the^moment hidden beneath the sable 
mantle. 

But then it is that One who is '* touched with the 
feeling of our infirmities " appears, and with His voice 
of lovingkindness soon chases our sorrows away. It 
is not for the friend — as dear even as our own souls — 
to assume the prerogative of turning our night to day ; 
but " God our Maker giveth songs in the night" 

The fact is, that God has some great end or design 
in view, whenever He exercises the faith and patience 
of His children. The barren winter is given to us, 
with all its ice-drops and fleecy snow, just to serve 
those ends in nature, with which, at best, we are only 
imperfectly acquainted. But oh ! how gladdening and 
joyous does the first breath of spring appear, when 
the earth breaks the bonds of her icy barriers ! In a 
similar manner it happens in the innermost life of the 
believer. The saddest, darkest night of our earthly 
trial is made to melt, like the snows of winter, before 
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the holier glow of Jehovah's love. His purposes then 
become more manifest; and although we but dimly 
perceive it as yet, we begin to understand that all His 
dealings with us are so many distinct tokens of His 
tenderest love. 

Still there is much of mystery in all this. And never 
are we more keenly alive to the fact than when the 
angel of death is sent as a messenger into our house- 
holds. It is a most terrible and dark night of desola- 
tion when the hopes of years are smitten down like 
the nipping of a bud by the untimely blast. But for 
the promises, which are all " yea and amen " in Christ 
Jesus, what should we have to lean upon as we still 
go on, with many a stumble, through the night so dark 
and cheerless ? Then courage, believer ! " He will 
swallow up death in victory; and the Lord God will 
wipe away tears from off all faces ; and the rebuke of 
His people shall He take away from off all the earth : 
for the Lord hath spoken it. And it shall be said in 
that day, Lo, this is our God; we have waited for 
Him ; we will be glad and rejoice in His salvation." 

Dear readers, if ever, amidst the storms of' life, 
through which it is not improbable some of you may 
be called to pass, your hearts should fail you, remem- 
ber this declaration of the Infinite One, and faint not. 

As we are now about to close this narrative of the 
trials which fell to the lot of those two pilgrim-travel- 
lers, whose names have so often occurred in these 
pages, we may ask the reader if he is not able, in 
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some instances here recorded, to trace experiences 
somewhat akin to his own ? We believe that there 
are thousands of young disciples of the Lord Jesus, 
who, like Miss Cameron, have been called to pass 
through furnaces of affliction, in order that they might 
afterwards more conspicuously reflect, as she did, 
some of the peculiar graces of the God -man, Christ 
Jesus. 

We have seen that although unknown to this world 
— in it, and yet unlike it — still she was well known to 
Him who was also ** not of the world;'* and by Him 
was her soul fashioned and made meet to shine among 
those " many mansions " which He is gone to prepare 
for all who love Him. And should we, by presenting 
this single youthful example, have touched a chord in 
the breasts of any of our dear young friends, the pen 
will not have been used altogether in vain. May such, 
in like manner, shew an entire conformity to the will 
of their Heavenly Father, and in the midst of suffering 
endure with patience, hope, and resignation. And 
while we can well believe that those mothers will deem 
themselves blessed, to whom such children are lent, 
that they may nurse them for the Lord, they will 
rejoice yet more because they have been suffered to 
labour, and watch, and pray over them, wlwllyfor God 
and His glory. 

We know there are some who love to meditate on 
the last words of the departing Christian. It is pleas- 
ing to recall the triumphant testimony of Janeway, or 
Bichard Baxter, or to think of the almost heavenly 
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language of the dying Payson. We have not heen ahle 
to furnish, in these memorials, in Harriet's own words, 
such a number of utterances of strong assurance ; 
nevertheless, her faiths perhaps, was momentarily as 
bright ; her desires to " fly away and be at rest " as 
ardent ; and her love to Jesus, her Lord, just as strong. 
But her richer accents of holy triumph were reserved 
for those angelic scenes, where her music shall be 
heard in the midst of the redeemed throng, and where 
her praises shall not cease for ever. This also is for 
Qod's ovm glory. 

The reader will recall to mind that we mentioned 
in a previous chapter, that on the Friday before her 
departure, Harriet said to her mother — 

" Bead to me only of heaven, Mamma, for now I 
shall very soon be there" 

Sweet and solemn words indeed ! And they strongly 
remind us of the dying expression of the venerable 
mother of the Bev. John Wesley, who, addressing her 
family, said — 

'* My dear children when I am dead, sing a song of 
ptaise to God/' 

What a touching sentence to fall from the lips of a 
parent ! What a thrilling farewell from a dying mother 
as she enters the portals of everlasting life ! It may 
be looked upon by us as an earnest of the reality which 
she feels belongs to such a life. Her heart's best 
desires, '' to depart and to be with Christ, which is 
far better," to enter the rest which remains for the 
people of God, have at last their full consummation. 
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*' Out of her last home, dark and cold, 
She would pass to a citj whose streets are gold, 
From the silence that falls apon sin and pain. 
To the deathless joy of the angel's strain ; 
Well would be ended what ill began, 
Oat of the shadow into the tun,** 

It is true that when we part from our loved ones, 
the house seems gloomy and desolate, and we cannot 
but weep ; but since we know that they cannot but 
rejoice, why should we be sorrowful when we look on 
eyes already radiant with the glory upon which they 
are presently to open ? The Bedeemer tells us that 
the angels rejoice ; why not we ? As an old divine 
has said, '' Who would save his tears for a coronation 
day ? " We cannot imagine that any one would do so. 
Let us then turn to those streams which " make glad 
the city of God," bearing in mind the Apostle's charge, 
when he says, •* Wherefore comfort one another with 
these words." 

There is one other circumstance which may be 
recorded here, and the reader will easily understand the 
motive which prompts us not to pass it by in silence. 
At the time of Miss Cameron's death there was a new 
cemetery in the neighbourhood, the ground of which 
had been broken only once or twice as yet. There 
were numerous difficulties in the way of interment 
amongst their own departed relatives ; the distance 
it would become necessary to travel was one reason ; 
but as soon as it was suggested that Harriet's remains 
should be laid in this new resting place, Mrs. Cameron 
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at once coincided, as she did not doubt that Harriet 
would have confirmed such a choice, bad the question 
been put to her whilst she was yet alive. 

Accordingly, in the spot which, though originally 
designed for a garden, had been consecrated to a higher 
and nobler use, was this lovely flower deposited in joy- 
ful hope of a glorious resurrection. Too rude were 
the storms of life for so frail a blossom ! Amid the 
scorching heat of summer's day, and the bitter cold of 
winter's night, it could not long survive, therefore He 
who gathers the lilies, saw it meet that it should bloom 
amongst many other beautieous plants of grace in the 
" paradise regained." 

A touching little incident deserves to be mentioned, 
as we stand for a moment gazing upon the newly-erect- 
ed tomb. From time to time Harriet had received, in 
some cases had earned, small sums of money, which 
she had treasured up, and had in all probability in- 
tended to have laid out either in behalf of some special 
sacred object, or in the purchase of some trifle for her 
mother's comfort. But whatever were her thoughts 
and wishes they were never made known ; so that the 
accumulated amount, although small, was ready for dis- 
posal after she was no more. 

To what more suitable purpose could those few sav- 
ings have been applied than to that of placing a record 
above the dust where her body, now no longer subject- 
ed to pain and anguish, so peacefully reposes ? Come 
i^ith us, reader ; tread softly on the green sod, and 
among the buds, as they burst forth into fragrance 
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and beauty, and take one calm look of that inscription. 
It ends witli these words : — 

"I LOVE THEM THAT 

LOVE Me, 

AND THOSE THAT SEEK Me EARLY 
SHALL FIND Me." 

But now let us pass from scenes which confine our 
thoughts to earth, and earthly things, to the nobler 
contemplation of those things which are not seen, and 
which are eternal. " Write, blessed are the dead which 
die in the Lord from henceforth ; yea, saith the Spirit, 
that they may rest from their labours, and their works 
do follow them." It is sweet and real rest, for they 
" sleep in Jesus." It is greatly calculated to soothe our 
sorrow to know that, wherever their sleeping dust may 
be He knoweth where it lies. Many complain that they 
are forgotten whilst they live, and it is certain that all 
are in some measure forgotten, pass into the land of for- 
getfulness, as it is called, after they are dead. But Jesus 
never forgets. The tender ties which link heart to 
heart on earth are torn asunder; but the bonds of 
love which unite the soul to Christ can never be dis- 
solved. The names of those He loves are " set as a 
seal upon His arm," are "graven upon the palms of 
His hands," how then can they possibly be forgotten, 
by Him, their best friend ? 

" Weep not for her I She died in early youth, 
Ere hope had lost its rich romantic hues ; 
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When hnmaQ bosoms seemed the homes of truth, 

And earth still gleamed with beauty's radiant dews. 
Her summer-prime waned not to days that freeze, 
Her wine of life was run not to the lees, 
Weep not for her ! 

" Weep not for her I She is an angel now, 
And treads the sapphire floors of paradise ; 
All darkness wiped from her refulgent brow, 

Sin, sorrow, suffering, banished from her eyes, 
Victorious over death, to her appear 
The Yista'd joys of heaven's eternal year : 
Weep not for her I 

" Weep not for her I There is no cause for woe ; 
But rather nerve the spirit, that it walk 
Unshrinking o'er the thorny paths below. 

And frt>m earth's low defilements keep thee back. 
So, when a few fleet severing years have flown, 
Shell meet thee at heaven's gate, and lead thee on: 
Weep not for her I " • 

Moreover, "they who sleep in Jesus will God bring 
with Him." What a cheering thought is this thought 
of a happy re-union in a brighter and better world ! 
Often, whilst we have been journeying on in life's pil- 
grimage sorrowing, perhaps the subjects of some gloomy 
fear, has the prospect of re-union with the friends we 
love comforted us. How much more should sorrow be 
swept away by the thought that we who love the same 
Saviour shall hereafter meet each other again, and 
what is best of all, ahaU meet Htm, through whose 
righteousness and atonement we are made " heirs of 
Ood'* and inheritors of the Kingdom of Imperishable 
Glory. 

* James D. Moir. 
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It has been the hope of His church, through succes- 
sive ages, that " the Lord shall come." At His com- 
ing she shall be glorified, for she shall then arise, and 
" shake" herself " from the dust," put on her " beauti- 
ful garments," and enter into the joy of her Lord. 

Believer ! anticipate that "joy." But a few more of 
the dark clouds will intervene, a few more struggles 
with pain and anguish, a few more setting suns, and 
time will be no more for you, your eternal rest will 
have come. Oh ! blissful moment. To behold Him 
who has sweetened all your earthly care. Him whose 
Bufferings procured your admission into His kingdom 
prepared. Him who, as the Mediator and Advocate with 
the Father, "was in all points tempted like as we are, 
yet without sin." Then will you ''see Him as He 
is!'' 

To you, dear reader, who have peradventure pored 
over these pages, lost in reflection upon your own sin- 
ful state and need of salvation, permit us to direct a 
word of affectionate counsel before we close. The 
thoughts in which we have indulged point to an un- 
changed Saviour. To you who are seeking the pardon 
of your sins. He is unchanged ; and the virtue of this 
precious blood is as efficacious as ever. He is just as 
willing to save from all sin as He ever was. The invi- 
tations of love, which we find in the Gospel, He gives 
you still. His own language is, " Come unto Me, all 
ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give 
you rest. Take My yoke upon you, and learn of Me, 

s 
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for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find 
rest'unto your souls." Have you ever doubted His 
power to save ? Think of her, the striking passages 
in whose life are the leading topics of this volume ; 
and know that in powers as well as in vnllingness to 
save, Jesus is just the same as ever. 

In His grace too, He is the same. There are times 
when your need appears to be greater, when your 
helplessness and heaviness become [more manifest, 
and when the promises are more precious, if you are 
but able to say, these promises are mine. Bemember 
then, His grace declares, "As thy days, so shall thy 
strength be ! " When we recollect what wonders grace 
has already wrought, we ought not to be unmindful of 
what grace can really accomplish. It is not merely 
the solacer of our sorrow, it is that and more ; it can 
make all that sorrow to abound [with joy, because of 
the sanctifying influence which Jesus applies by means 
of His Holy Spirit, the Comforter. 

Believe then that Holy Word. To you, reader, the 
truth may have come, as it came to Harriet Cameron, 
in " whisperings" at first, the breathings, as it were, of 
some " still small voice." If Jesus is the samCy if His 
power. His willingness, and His grace are the same^ 
then His Word is still the same. And would you feel 
its power ? Then believe it unhesitatingly. Believe 
AND live! 

Our task is ended. We close these pages in the full 
assurance that such as consecrate the dew of their 
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youth to the blessed Sayiour, will find Him ever near 
them in all times of their necessity, and will one day 
join the happy spirit of our once sorrowing, but now 
glorified sister, who, only a little while before us, has 
gone to her reward. To you who did, and to you who 
did not, know her, we say, " If we believe that Jesus 
died and rose again, even so them also which sleep 
in Jesus will God bring with Him. .' . . Then we 
which are alive and remain, shall be caught up together 
with them in the clouds, to meet the Lord in the air, and 
so shall we ever be with the Lord" 

Yes, " For ever with the Lord ! '* 

And, that we may conclude in accordance with such 
joyous assurance, let us do so in the spirit of those 
beautiful lines by the author of " The Memorials of 
Captain Hedley Vicars." — 

" And yet, for all love's priceless worth, 
We would not wish thee back, 
To wander with us on this earth, 

And tread our weary track, 
We know it was our Father's love 
Which called our precious one above. 

" Thou art gone home ! to calmer rest 

Than aught thai here hath part, 
A holier than a mother's breast, 

A surer than her heart, 
h ! may we share that home with theo. 
Beloved, through eternity! " 
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